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| Special Offer Coupon 
(Mastled same day ) 
Kissproof, Inc., _ 1328 


3012 Clybourn Ave., Shicago, I. 
For 30c enclosed oe or coins can be safely sent) 
send Kissproof Treasure Chest as outlined above, 
Include 16-page booklet, “Clever Makeup— 
Nine-tenths of Beauty,” and 8 x 10 Art Print 
of Kissproof Girl, free. I use 
O Flesh White Brunette 
Face Powder (Check which) 


Name. 


Free 


82x10 Art 
Print of Kiss- 
proof Gir!, 
printed in 12 
colors, included 
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Training 


PREPARING 
you to fill a fine 
Drafting job at 
a substantial 
raise in pay... 
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A Drafting Job GUARANTEED 


paying 50% more than you earn today 
—or not a penny of cost! 

Now, at a cost you can afford, on terms of only 

$6 per month, you can actually BUY a fine 

Drafting position and a substantial increase in 
ay. A million-dollar institution guarantees 

laheanshhe training, then the employment. 

Under money-back penalty. 

This agreement brings you your SECOND 
CHANCE. To repair a negiected education, to 
specialize, to change toa line where youcan get 
ahead more rapidly. Read it, and investigate it! 


The American School 


Chartered 30 years as an EDUCATIONAL in- 
stitution and like the best resident schools and 
colleges, conducted NOT FOR PROFIT. We 
offer complete, thorough up-to-date instruc- 
tion, built by 200 leading Educators, Engi- 
neers and Execu- 
oh fae tives. A unique in- 
struction, built to 
meet the specifica- 
tions of well-paid 
jobs as laid down 
: y employers them- 
selves, yet simplified for 
ready understanding by 
men with only common 
schooling. 

And we are the first in the 
home study field to recog- 
nize the need of giving a COM- 
PLETE SERVICE to ambitious mea 
4 —training, plus employment. Which 
oO. ©. MILLER takes you as you are, su lies the 


Director Exteasion Work ¢4ipment you lack, and lands you 
in the better job you seek, Without 


cisk to youl 


Draftin 


FINDING you 
the better-paid 

osition and 
PLACING you 
a it, or money 


Men who can read blue-prints and draw plans are “‘sitting pretty 
these days. No wonder, when you consider that every machine, every building, all 
industrial activities start on the Drafting table! Intensive production, record-break- 
ing construction operations, have created a great demand for expert Draftsmen 
capable of designing and calculating original plans. 


$50 to $125 a week paid to Expert Draftsmen 


Get this eet Drafting isn’t just one line of work—it reaches out 
into the Electrical, Manufacturing, Building Construction, Automotive 
and Structural industries. That is why you'll find well-paid Drafting 
positions advertised in all industrial centers of the U. S. 70,000 vacancies 
reported in the past 12 months. And that is why I advise men to go into 
Drafting, particularly if handicapped by lack of high-school or college 
education. Today you are in competition with high-school and college 
graduates for the better-paid jobs. You must have specialized training to win. 


The Entering Wedge to Success 
in all Building and Manufacturing Lines 


I recommend Drafting, too, because it can be QUICKLY learned at home, in spare time—with- 
out quitting your job, without losing a day's cime or a dollar in pay. Because you're sure there 
will be a good position waiting when you are ready for it. Aod because the work is so fascinat- 
ing and offers better-than-ordinary chances for advancement. For the Draftsman is in close con- 
tact with important work and BIG MEN, and he is tight ic line for p ion to Sup di 
and other executive positions. 


Drafting Lessons 
Actually FREE! 


to prove you can learn at 
home, in your spare time! 
You will never have a more seri- 
ous personal problem than decid- 
ing your future life-work—so we =" 
merely urge you to LOOK INTO 

Drafting. See how you like it, see if you learn as it 
readily as most men do, get the facts about the op- 
portunities, the salaries paid, the jobs open, the 
chances for promotion. 
This is why, on receipt 
of your name, we will 
send you the first three 
lessons of our Drafting 
course without cost or 
obligation. 


O. C. MILLER, Director Extension Work, 
THE AMERICAN SCHOOL, 
Dept. D-8251 Drexel Ave. & 58th St., 
Chicago, Illinois 
Please send without cost or obligation: 

1. Three Drafting Lessons. 

2. Facts about the opportunities in Drafting. 

2 Your Guarantee to train and place me under money-back penalty. 


Dept. D-8251 Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago, Ill. 
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This Month’s Best Serials 


What Every Woman Wants to Know 32 The “No” Girl . « 48 
By Adela Rogers St. Johns By May Edginton 


This Month’s Best Stories 


A Marriage for Convenience . . . 26 #£Nice Littl Thing . « « 72 


By Frank R. Adams By Dorothy Miller 

The Golden Barrier . . . . 36 Be Yourself . . . 78 
By Vina Delmar By Walter Marquiss 

The Great Lover . . . . . 42 She’s Embarrassed to Tears~No Less 82 
By John Peter Toohey By Lloyd Mayer 

Daughter for Sale . . . . . . 56 The Kidnapping of Leda Barrie . . 84 
By Gladys Hall By James Oppenheim 


This Month’s Best Features 


Just a Lot of Good Kids Together . 17 It Takes Two to Make a Divorce . 46 


By John Held By Judge Charles A. Oberwager 

The Girl of Today . . s + « Joe Girls, Be More Like Men . . . . 54 
By Sir Philip Gibbs (As Told to Mrs. Cecil Chesterton) By Rex Beach (As Told to K. W. Payne) 

Girls, I Know Your Line . . . . 40 Aletter . . 
By Cornell Woolrich By 0. 0. McIntyre 

Boys, I Know Your Line . 41 When Women Work With Men . 76 
By Hagar Wilde By Dr. Louis E. Bisch 

4 Departments for The Girl of Today 

First Aids to Beauty . . 62 How to Choose Your Career . . . 68 
By Mary Lee By Helen Woodward 

Fads and Fashions of the Coming Season 64 Cultivate Character. . . . . . 70 
By Georgia Mason By Elinor Glyn 


Cover Design Painted by Henry Clive—SMART SET’S Gallery of Beauty, pages 19-24 
Gentlemen Prefer ‘Blondes, by Topham, page 18; MISS 1928, by Hawke, page 88 
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MONTH ‘Beginning 
PETER.~ AND MRs. PAN 
cA ?harming Dovel of eodern Marriage 


Published by Macus Macazuye CorporaTION at 221 West 57th Street, New York, N. Y. 
James R. Quirk, President C. Lencgy, Vice-President KatHryn Doucuerty, Secretary Rosert L. Murray, Treasurer 


25 cents a copy; subscription price, U nited Stgtes and possessions, $3.00 a year; Canada/ $3.50; Foreign, $4.00. Entered 1s second-class 
matter, March 27, 1900, at the Post Office, NewWork, under the act of March 3, 1879. Addj tional ‘entry at the Post Office, Chicago, Hlinois 
opyright, 1928, by Macrvs Macazine Corporation, \WWew Yo 
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How Made Fortune 
With “Fool” Idea 


Learn my money-making secret—Be a Real Estate 
Specialist—Start at home, in your spare time— 
Use my successful system—Free book shows how. 


“ 

a fool idea!” 

That’s what my friends said, when 
I told them about my idea for starting 
a real estate business “on the side.” 

But with that “fool” idea I made 
more than one hundred thousand 
dollars net profit. 


No matter who you are, where you 


are, or what your sex or present oc- 
cupation, if you want to do what I 
did—if you want to get out of the 
$25-a-week crowd and build up a 
high-class money-making business of 
your own—right at home—in your 
spare time—send at once for my free 
book which opens wide the door of 
the biggest and best money-making 
business opportunity you ever heard 
of in your whole life. 

Use My Successful System 

When I started in real estate, I 
tossed overboard all the hit-or-miss, 
haphazard, rule-of-thumb methods 
of the past, and put into operation 
a system of my own which is as su- 
perior to the old way as the modern 
mazda lamp is superior to the tallow 
candle of our forefathers. 


With little education—no experi- 
ence—no influence—and less than five 
dollars capital—I started in my spare 
time and met with instant success. 


If you want to follow in my foot- 
steps—if you want to use my amaz- 
ingly successful system—send for my 
free book now. It tells how I suc- 
ceeded—how I have helped other 
men and women win big success— 
how you, too, can succeed—how you 
can have a splendid business of your 
own and make more money than you 
ever made before. 


A Wonderful Business 
Real estate—conducted my way— 


A well-known Cartoonist’s conception of my Idea 


is a great business. It is as perma- 
nent as the earth itself. It is getting 
bigger and bigger as the country 
grows. It doesn’t require years of 
study to learn, like most other busi- 
nesses and professions. It offers 
enormous earnings to ambitious men 
and women. Users of my system are 
making $1,000—$5,000—-$10,000 on 
single deals—as much as the average 
man gets for months and years of 
hard work. And the business is prac- 
tically unlimited. Ten million prop- 
erties are now on the market for 
rent, sale or exchange. And you cain 
start with little or no capital—right 
at home—in your Spare time. I did. 
So did others. So can you. My free 
book tells you how. 


Read These Records 


Here are just a few brief extracts 
from the many letters received from 
happy users of my money-making 
real estate system: 


“Made $5,500 on first deal after 
getting your system.”—Mrs. Eva- 
lynn Balster, Chicago. (Former 
School Teacher.) “Sold a lot by your 
methods in less than one hour and 
my commission was $800.”—J. A. 
Furguson, Fort Lauderdale, Fila. 
(Former Dry Cleaner.) “Sold over 
$100,000 worth of property my first 
year with your methods.”—H. D. 
Van Houten, Passaic, N. J. (For- 
mer Grocery Clerk.) “Have sold 
thousands of dollars worth of prop- 
erty your way. Have deals that will 
go beyond the $300,000 mark.”— 
Carrie Marshall, Ocean Springs, Miss. 
(Former Housekeeper.) “My first 
day’s work in real estate netted me 
$435. I recommend your system to 
anyone wishing to get into a pleasant and 
profitable business.”"—-F. B. Bennett, San 
Diego, Cal. (Former Planing Mill Man.) 
“Have sold one $5,000 lot and 3 houses so 
far, with your system.”—Mrs. B. H. More- 
house, Brooklyn, N. Y. (Former Housewife.) 

These are just a few samples of success 
that you will read about in my free book. 
Get it. Read it. Follow its instructions. 
Make big money my way. 


Get Free Book Now 


My big, new illustrated book is filled with 
fascinating facts about my kind of real es- 
tate business—what I did—what others are 
doing—what you can do. 


Mail coupon right now and get this val- 
uable, money-making information free. It 
doesn’t cost you a nickel to find out what 
this book can do for you. So act at once. 
You will never forgive yourself if you turn 
your back on this unusual chance to win 
big business success. Address PRESI- 
DENT, American Business Builders, Inc., 
Dept. 60-11, 18 East 18 Street, New York. 


$1,000 Reward 


We do not claim that all who follow our instructions make 
such amazing profits so quickly and so easily. But we do say 
that the fact that so many have done so is proof that the aver- 
age person can make more money in less time our way than any 
other way we know of. And we back up this statement with an NAME ...-eeseesererees 
offer of One Thousand Dollars in gold, to any one furnishing 
proof of any other course of any kind that is helping as many 
men and women make as much money in as short a time as our 


Real Estate Course. AMERICAN BUSINESS BUILDERS, Inc. 


can do the same. 


PRESIDENT, American Business Builders, Inc. 
( a Capital, $500,000.00) 
60-11, 18 East 18 Street, New York, N. Y. 
sail me your free book telling how you made $100,000 in a new kind 
of real estate business—how others are making big money—and how I 
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Dictated-~But Not Read 


OU know what ‘‘dictated but not read’’ means when you see it on a business letter. 
you realize how often it applies to other things? 

t by the Heart. Not Approved by the Head.”’ 
us into embarrassing situations! Just as often into delightfully amusing experiences. 


be rubber-stamped—' ‘Dictate 


ETER was absorbed in watching 
Pp the first performance of his new 2 
play. The girl beside him was ab- 
sorbed in Peter. She was a perfect 
stranger to him but she didn’t in- 
tend to remain so. On impulse— 
dictated by her desire for adventure 
and thoroughly approved by her 
calculating little mind—she asked 
Peter to pretend he was a friend of 
hers. She'd explain why later. 
Peter, on impulse, dictated simply by 
hischivalrousheart,agreed. Whether 
his exceptionally clever miad ap- 

roved of all that gesture let him in 
ce you can only discover by reading 
the delightful adventures of 


Peter—And Mrs. Pan 
By Frank R. Adams 
beginning in December SMant Set 


H° was a serious minded soldier who didn't know how 
to be frivolous. She was a gay young thing who 
was always the life of the party. But she liked him bet- 
ter than any man she knew and she tried and tried to be 
the kind of a girl he'd like. But her irrepressibly gay 
young spirit constantly dictated otherwise. She knew 
he wouldn't approve and finally the house party at which 
she met him would be over and she'd never see him again. 
She decided to make one last desperate effort to impress 
him—and just at the critical moment she—well you'll 
see what fate dictated when you read 


The Life of the Party 
By F. E. Baily 
in December SMart Set 


Ww" fashion dictates slender- 
ness at any price does reason 
always approve? Is the modern 
girl with her lack of feminine 
curves, her sunburn instead of a 
peaches and cream complexion, her 
shorn locks instead of the glorious 
golden tresses that artists raved 


around you. 


What had he dictated? 
See December Smart SET 


But do 
So many of our impulsive actions ought to 
How often they lead 
For instance: 


I’ SOCIETY a Magic word to you? 
Do you regard the world of wealth 
and culture as a fairy world of which 
you long to be a part? More and 
more pa society is opening its 
golden gates to girls from shop and 
office and stage. Your turn may 
come next. When it does will you 
be wise enough to let your common 
sense and the advice of those who 
know, approve of everything your 
impulse May Cerf has 
found out for you from the supreme 
authority on good social usage just 
what you want to know. You can 
begin practising as soon as you read 
how to win your way 


In Society 
By Emily Post 
in December SMart SET 


™ letters that Fiske, Sr. dictated to his son at college 
were formal, businesslike—anything but fatherly. 
Constance Davis, his secretary, thought that Fiske, Jr. 
deserved better than that if he were to come through as 
his mother would have wanted him to had she lived. 
Fortunately all of Fiske Sr.’s correspondence was dic- 
tated but not read. Little by little Constance began to 
modify the harshness of these brief notes—unintention- 
ally at first—finally with the definite desire to help this 
boy—a stranger, over the hard spots. You'll Press and 
cry as you read this sweetly human story 


Dictated But Not Read 
By Frederick Orin Bartlett 
in December Smart SET 


AVE you ever been jealous? youth dictates what 
Then you know how un- 

happy it makes you and every one 
When jealousy dic- 
tates your conduct you appear in 
the worst possible light. Your 
reason does not mere because 
your reason is usua 


maturity cannot approve. Cer- 
tainly the respective parents of Jean 
and Connie did not approve of their 
constant companionship. Neither 
set of these bridge-playing, jazzy 
parents could see anything worth- 


ly A.W.O.L. while in the offspring of the other. 


about—really beautiful? A famous when jealousy is boss. If you are And the children at seventeen 
novelist says ‘‘as a whole the girls one of those who believe that couldn’t see much to admire in 
of today are indisputably inferior in jealousy is a sign of true love—per- their parents. But when grandma 
beauty to the girls of the past.” haps you'll cease to believe it ane and grandpa came to town things 
Perhaps vour reason will approve you read happened that worried both sets of 


the amazing statements regarding 


The Sacrifice of Beauty 
By Gertrude Atherton 
in December Smart Set 


Don’t Be Ashamed of 


Jealousy 
By Lucian Cary 
in December SMart Set 


parents almost to death! 


Any Place But Home 
By Robert S. Carr 
in December SMart Set 


“FY\ICTATED but not read"’ may be all right for some notes but if you really 
want your December Smart Set, on November first you'd better speak to your 
news dealer yourself and be sure it is saved for you 


\ 
| 
a 
& 
= 
= 
* 
= 
2 
x 
+ 


gs your 
10 months to 


you beavtiful bird design 


in 18K white gold and 23— Artistic Roman eS 


‘h side of shank and set AAI qual sero) i 
non 20 — Love jorge. Drittiant ity, bins white ‘de. 
vho Ohite woldset withour White diamond in mond. $1.00 with or- Jarge brilliant blue 
our AAl quality blue whive ter. $1.00 with order. you have heard of the big savings that der, pay $4.00 to Post white diamond of our 
h can be effected by dealing directly thru 
as the mails. Here are some of the exam- es ee 
aruicle hugh quality | ANEW DINNER RING 
jus u le 
can the guarantee of Satisfaction or Money with 3 ~ 
Refunded, and 4, Sapphires 
WHAT YOU DOo— 
SEND ONE DOLLAR with your name and 
address, the number of the article you wish 24 -Artistic design 18K 
to examine and a brief note telling us some- white gold dinner ring 
thing about yourself. set with three blue whit’ 
a . Simply state: (1) How long at present diamonds and four blue 
n American madg waten with a guaranteed 17 address, (2) Age; (3) Married or Single, sapphires. A remarkshle 
el movement in a 14K green gold filled case; beau- (4) Name of employer, (5) Nature of bargain.$1.00 with order, : 
— engraved. It formerly sold for $37.50. work and (6) How long in employment. $4.15 a snonth. 
you can buy ° ae this low price of This information will be held strictly . 
with order, $3.15 a month, —_e~te direct inquiries sent 
to employer. 
ege 
a BULOVA WHAT WE Do— 
Jr Upon arrival of your order, we will 
. open a Ten Months Charge Ac- 
1 as count and send your selection for 
: d a proval and 15 days trial. 
nvince yourself of its remark- 
dic- qual -Two blue white diamonds and four bite ires are set In 
wise, return and your dollar “5G. $1.00 with onter, mon’ amonth. 
on- will be promptly refunded. 7 
= on Credit The NEW ELGIN 
tised 
26—Here's a new model in the famous Bulova watch, it hasa 
Jewel movement with dust-tite cap that keeps out dust and 
rt and radium numerals‘and hands, Buy iton our convenient 
ment plan at the nationally advertised cash price— 
gees. $1.CO with order, $2.87 a month. 
Showing the dust-proof 
hat = 
can 
1eir re 
her 
a this complete 
ZZV az booklet free 
of charge. 
‘th- = 10 months famous Madam 
le ac or 
een thing. el $35.00. with order 33.40 
in 
[ma = 
ngs = 
of ~ 
cORPORAT 
1e Eb 
60 B 
of watch Consider i many features il- 16 Ri IAD 
Specie! constructed jort lustrated to the left. concider low price. pt 1108-S 0. WAy 
+ in solid casement. itheach watch wegivean insurance policy whie 
ei. 2 protects you. We give you 15 days to wear it and NEW YORK, N.Y. 
convince yourself of its Its jolt 
proof feature alone should be sufficient for you 
to make it your watch. Send $ 
send you this watch forapproval and 15 days trial. 
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Newest S 


All-Wool Broadcloth 
with Baby Seal Mandell 


Exceptionally smart style of all-wool 
Broadcloth trimmed with baby seal Man- 
dell. The voluminous shaw! collar,and deep 
cuffs of unusual design make it exception- 
ally rich looking. A smartly tucked back, 
ornamented with silk arrow heads in which 
a panel of the reversed material is inserted, 
gives the slender effect so much desired. 
Lined with guaranteed silk satin and in- 
terlined, making it delightfully warm. 


Colors: Black or Tan. Sizes: 34-36-38-40- 
42-44. Length about 45 inches. 
Order by No. C-27F. Terms $1.00 with 


coupon. Then, if satisfied, $4.00 a month. 
Total price only $24.95. 


ELMER RICHARDS CO. 
West 35th St., Chicago 


No, C-28F 


$4.85 


month 


All-Wool “Lamskin” 
with Manchurian Wolf 


One of our richest and most attractive 
fur sets of Manchurian wolf is used to 
trim this all-wool *“‘lamskin”’ coat. Both fur 
and cloth are of the very finest quality 
for both appearance and wear. Coat is 
lined with guaranteed silk satin and fully 
interlined. While the front and back are 
plain, the sides are voguishly tucked and 
ornamented with arrow heads and neat 
stitching. A great value. 


No €.0.D. 


Only 1 Coat / 


Customer / 


tyle Specials 
Direct fom New Yow 
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Rich All-Wool 
Broadcloth 


with Manchurian | 
Wolf } 
An outstanding value of 
elegant quality all wool 
broadcloth with beautiful 
shawl collar and deep 
cuffs of rich Manchurian 
wolf. Long tucks with silk 
embroidered ornaments em- } 


No. C-25F 


bellish the back and side. . 
Splendidly strong lining of 
pure dye silk is guaranteed . 
to give long and satisfactory 
wear, and a warm interlin- 
ing assures extra comfort. 
One of our most charming 
models and the price is as- 
tonishingly low for the 
quality and style. 

Colors: Black or Middy 
Blue. Sizes: 34-36-38-40-42- 
44. Length about 45 inches. 
Order by No. C-25F. Terms 
$1.00 with coupon. Then, if | 


Colors: Tan or Middy Blue. Sizes: 34-36- 
38-40-42-44. Length about 45 inches. 

Order by No. C-28F. Terms $1.00 with 
coupon. Then, if satisfied, $4.85 a month, 
Total price only $29.95. 


satisfied, $4.85 a month. 
Total Price only $29.95. 


Guaranteed Silk 
Satin Lining 


Ch 
VYour Choice 
Only $1 deposit in your own hot 
i J udge the 
Book 
\ 
| 
| 
— $4 85 
| 
‘ 
See Opposite Page 


Try this budget 


jan. Your new ie 
P ms to cost litt 
or nothing 
ver m 
Send 


1 
coupom- 


All-Wool 
Broadcloth 


© with Baby Seal Mandell 


New, chic model of all-wool Broad- 
cloth with a deep shawl collar and 
cuffs of baby seal Mandell. A combi- 
nation of gracefully curving tucks, 
arrow heads and velvet insets make 
an unusually attractive back. Coat is 
lined throughout with an excellent 
quality of guaranteed silk satin and 
warmly interlined. Specially priced. 
Colors: Black or Middy Blue. Sizes: 
34-36-38-40-42-44. Length about 45 
inches. 

Order by No. C-29F. Terms $1.00 
with coupon. Then, if satisfied, $4.00 
a month. Total price only $24.98. 


a 
All-Wool Velour month 
with Cut Side Panels > \ 
Vi becoming and popular style of all-wool \ 
with cut side panels, embellished with > 
, tucks and arrow-heads. Shawl collar and gener- ie? > 
0us Cuffs are of rich Mandell. Lining is of guar- 
\ anteed silk satin with a handkerchief pocket. 3 7 f 
Priced unusually low. 
Colors: Tan or Grackle Blue. Sizes: 34-36-38- a: A 4 
SF 40-42-44. Length about 45 inches. 
-25 Order by No. C-30F. Terms $1.00 with coupon. > = 
Then, if satisfied, $3.20 a month. Total price 
85 only $19.98. 
coupon, 
| $4.85 a month. Total Price $29.95 Dept. 3888, W. 35th St., Chicago 
: ae I enclose $1.00 deposit. Send me the coat I have checked 
\ $ A 00 N. C 35F ro at the left. If I am not satisfied I can return it and get my 
Mande 0.U- $1.00 with coupon, ™ON€Y. back. Otherwise I will pay the monthly terms until 
This All-Wool Coat of fine Lamskin velour 
closely woven material somewhat like broad- No C-27F Broadcloth 
cloth, is trimmed with a large shaw! collar of “3 $1.00 with coupon, 
Mandell fur and generous cuffs. The coat dis- $4.00 month. Fetal Size 
plays panels and fancy cuttings beautifully Celera: Biack or Ten (Be Sure to State Color and Size Wanted) 
tailored and ornamented with and embroi- N *‘Lamskin’’ 
dered arrowheads in silk. Satin lined with our 0. C-28F $1.00 with 
ent ining. and fully interlined. Splen- $4.85 = month. Total Price $29.98 
idly practical ‘or the woman who desires Coters: Tan or Middy Biue Name 
you to enjoy the coat while paying for it in small No. C-29F Broadcloth 
convenient monthly amounts. Colors: Grackle Blue $1.00 with $22.98 
or Tan. Sizes: 34-36-38-40-42-44. Length about 45 in. $4.00 a month. Total Price, 7 
Order by No. C-35F. Terms $1 with coupon. Then, Colors: Black or Middy Adduee 
if satisfied $4 a month. Total price only $24.90. Vel 
$3.20 a Total Price $19.98 
or Grackic Blue 
City | 
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Here the Winners! 


Jn the “What J Like Best -And Why” (ontest 


NE of the most successful 
contests in SMART SET’s his- 
tory has just closed. Every 


day, for four months, an almost 
incredible number of letters on 
“What I Liked Best and Why” 
flooded the Contest Editor’s desk. 
Smart Set is sorry that it cannot 
award a prize to every contestant. | 
Surely each one of you—whether 
you have won a prize or not—de- 
serves commendation for well-writ- 
ten letters. Certainly no magazine 
has such a loyal and intelligent 
following as SMart SET. You de- 
serve a magazine that is growing 
better every day and with the help 
of your letters that is just what we 
are giving you in the new SMART 
Set. 


R. ROBERT CAMPBELL, 

the first prize winner, has 
been a faithful follower of SMART 
Set, although strictly speaking it is 
a magazine for young women, for 
over a year. He points out in his 
letter the building up of Smart SET, 
and applauds the great strides the 
book has made since the August 
issue of a year ago appeared. Mr. 
Campbell has given fine, intelligent 
reasons for his choice in each case, 
so we'll let him tell what he liked 
best and why, in his own words: 


Smart Set is the magazine of the 
day. It is distinct. It is youth- 
ful. It is full of life. It concerns 
problems that are of interest to the 
boy and girl of today. It is smart. 
I have been buying Smart Set for 
over a year now and enjoy it each 


LUCKY ONES 


First Prize, $50 


“Robert Campbell, 
‘Rochelle, 


Second Prize, $30 
Gertrude Livingston, Ontario, (an. 


Third Prize, $25 
Gilson Willets, San Grancisco, al. 


Fourth Prize, $15 
“Phre ‘Voiers, cAenlo “Park, Cal. 


Ten $5 Prize Winners 
Olga Glolmes, Luray, Ua. 
Mrs. F. Cogan, eMitchell, §.“Dak. 
G. ‘W. Walker, “Dade (ity, Gla. 
Eva Lea Branson, Branson, 
Hazel Gould, Glint, eAMichigan 
Mrs. Edwin Belknap, 

Shoreham, L.. 4. 
Ora Courtney, Kansas (ity, 
‘Robert §. Shaw, Swissvale, “Pa. 
cAlma King, “Washington, “D. (. 
Edward Askren, eManhattan, 


Kansas 


My congratulations and admiration 
go to her for writing, and to SMART 
Set for publishing, a story of such 
human interest and brilliance. It 
deserves the highest praise. 


ONORE Willsie Morrow takes 

first place in the June issue of 
Smart Set. Her article entitled 
“Last Year’s Flapper’s Little Sister” 
is one of the soundest, most intel- 
ligent pieces of literature I have 
read in a long time. And Mrs. 
Morrow is right. I know because 
I am one of the modern younger 
generation, and I can see and feel 
the change that is slowly but surely 
taking place. The flapper is making 
her final bow; a newer and a finer 
girl is coming on to take her place. 
Girls are sensibly dispensing with 
heavy diets and over exercise to 
keep their figures slim and boyish. 
The new girl realizes that a man 
loves a woman—but he doesn’t— 
and can’t—learn to love a “girl- 
boy.” All these things Mrs. Mor- 
row has told you in and between 
the lines of her article. And you 
girls know as well as I do that she 
has stated facts, and that she de- 
serves many “thank yous” for her 
intelligent and instructive piece. 


HE most vital test of a good 

story is, does it hold the reader’s 
interest throughout? There is one 
story in the July issue of SMART 
Set that seems to me more interest- 
ing from the first paragraph to the 
last paragraph than any other piece 
of work in the book. That story 
is “Love Bars the Garden Gate.” 


month more than the previous 


I have never read a finer, more 


month. That must mean some- 

thing. And it does. Ever since I 

have bought Smart Set I have noticed a 
very slight change from month to month, 
not evident at first. It was, it seems 
to me, a gradual change. ‘And a change 
much for the better. My proof of this 
statement is for any of you who doubt 
me, to look at the August issue of one 
year ago and the August issue of 1928. 
And in the August issue of 1928 the 
reader is informed that the magazine will 
keep on building up with the September 
and the October numbers. Go to it, 
Smart Set, I’m with you—and good luck! 


ITHOUT a doubt, “The Quality of 
Mercy,” by Virginia Terhune Van 

de Water, is the best work in the May issue. 
It is the author’s portrayal of the char- 


acter, Pauline, that carries the story 
along at so breath-taking and emotional 
a pace. Mrs. Van de Water makes you 
an ally of Pauline’s; she makes you 
want to step right into this girl’s life and 
help her; she makes you feel just as 
Christine Dale, the welfare worker, feels 
for Pauline. In short, Mrs. Van de Water 
makes you forget you are reading a story. 
She makes you the observer of a piece 
of human drama as it is in real life. And 
after all that “something” which makes 
a story more than just good, that places 
it above the ordinary run, is its ability to 
carry the reader through the pages and 
make him feel that he is living the story 
and not merely reading it. And that is 
just what Mrs. Van de Water has done. 


8 ‘ 


human story of wise and tender 
father love than this story of 
Shirley Seifert’s. Judge Carey makes 
you feel like jumping up and cheering 
for him; Dick Champney makes you feel 
like whispering hoarsely, “Go to it, Dick,” 
and Sue makes you feel like warning her 
to pick the right man. There is fine 
character portrayal, a good theme, an in- 
teresting background, and excellent writ- 
ing. That is why I honestly believe 
“Love Bars the Garden Gate” is the best 
story in the July issue of Smart SEr. 

I can’t remember reading a better story 
about the trials and tribulations that con- 
front young lovers today—especially 
when the young man is tied to his 
mother’s apron strings—than the one 
written by Robert S. Carr for the August 
issue of Smart [Continued on page 135] 
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STRIKE 


if 


| “Hoot, Mon, Luckies 


dinna hurt my wind 


or throat.” 


The finest tobacco—long even cut— 
no dust—“It’s Toasted”—all im- 


purities removed—flavor improved. 


“It’s 


No Throat Irritation - No Cough. 


© 1928, The American Tobacco Co., Manufacturers 


Sir Harry Lauder, International Comedian 
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to ADVERTISERS 
Who Take a Business Interest in 
Young “Women 


HE successful advertising medium is tailored editori- 
ally to a definite class of readers just as a custom- 
made suit is tailored to the individual. 


Smart Set is tailored exclusively to the smart young 
woman, ages 18 to 30. Look this issue over for proof. 


Smart Set’s 400,000 hand-picked class circulation 
parallels the mass purchasing power of America’s young 
women—most readers where most young women live, 
earn and spend. 


—73.619% of Smart SET circulation is concentrated in 
the cities of 10,000 to 500,000 and over population. 


—and 63.4% of SmMarRT SET circulation is news-dealer 
sales. Voluntary buyers, who make willing readers for 
the advertising pages. 


HROUGH Smart Set, advertisers influence the pur- 
chases of 400,000 young women, who in turn influence 
the purchases of 400,000 mothers. For today it is daughter 


who dictates mode and manners. 


SMART SET 


for the smart young woman 
400,000 Guaranteed 
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ashamed have company before 


-now lam proud of my home” 


“I was ashamed to have company—for I was 
ashamed of my home. I was miserable whenever any- 
one entered our cheerless, old-fashioned living room. 
Angry and resentful because Jim didn’t make enough 
moneysowe could buy new furniture fromourhomestore. 
“Jim couldn’t understand how I felt. I noticed that he 
seldom wanted tostay home. And the children were the 
same—always wanting to go to some one else’s house; 
never bringing their chums home with them. 


Until eeene 

“When I went tomy friends’ ” homes and saw their lovely 
living rooms, I came home more unhappy than ever. It 
got so we never had company, because I didn’t want 
guests, couldn’t be myself in my own home! 

“Then one day, in a magazine, I came across an adver- 
tisement of Spear & Company. It told how anyone 
could have the home of their dreams. It told about 
Credit-to-All. It offered me a living room suite that 
was just what I wanted and only $49.95—even lovelier 
than $90 suites. I had seen. And only $1 down! A whole 
year to pay!—30 days free trial. 


A Real 

“Jim finally said I could send for it, when he read 
about Spear’s 30-day FREE trial offer. He 
said it must be all right, if they could make a 
guarantee like that. 
“T'll never forget the day our suite came. It 
was far more beautiful than it had been pic- 
tured. It simply transformed our living room. 


“You should have seen Jim. He was even more 
pleased and excited than the youngsters. Right 
away he wanted us to have Mr. Hall, the fore- 
man from the shop, and his wife, come over. 
“They came. We had the nicest 

evening. Mr. and Mrs. Hall 

thought ourliving room was love- 

ly. Wesoon became great friends. 

I wonder if that had anything to 

do with Jim’s promotion last month? 


“We've never missed the money — 
only a few dullars a month. Jim says 
we used to waste more than that, with 
nothing to show for it. And we have 
the best times nowadays. Because we 
are proud of our home.” 


This is the story of Mrs. James Newton—just one of 
the true stories we receive every day—stories that 
touch the heart and make us proud, too— proud of the 
values we offer to home folks everywhere. We're 
proudest of all, because we can now offer this marvel- 
ous bargain in aliving room suite, the very suite that 
was ordered by Mrs. Newton, the suite that will make 
thousands of homes happier, more comfortable. 


This Overstuffed Velour Suite represents new 
beauty, new style, new luxury, new comfort in a 3 
Piece Overstuffed Parlor Suite. Notice the new curv- 
ing lines, the new inviting side wings, the new con- 
trast of plain blue velour arms and outside ends, 
against Blue and Taupe Figured Velour seats, backs 
and wings. A new low credit price--$49.95—a year to 
pay. New all the way through—with the same quality, 
same workmanship, same sturdiness found in suites 
selling for $85 to $90 cash. A saving of almost %. 


This davenport is slightly smaller in size than those in 
$90 suites, but bigger in real comfort and bigger in 
value. It measures 63 in. wide instead of 72in.—but you 
have to measure it yourself to realize the difference. 


Davenport, rocker and wing chair have 
comfortable side wings. Sturdy hardwood frames are 
in rich brown mahogany finish. Inner construction— 
9 coil springs in seat of each chair, 18 coil springs 
in seat of davenport together with high quality 
sanitary interior upholstery materials. Thickly pad- 
ded backs and seats—guarantee perfect comfort. Arni 
chair and rocker, width overall 33 in. Seats 21 x 19 in., 
height of backs from seats 24% in. Davenport width 
overall 63 in., between arms 52 in. 


Send only $1, use the suite as your own for 30 days 
FREE. If you don’t believe this the greatest bargain 
of 1928, return it and we will refund your $1 and trans- 
portation charges both ways. 


No. B A 4310, 3-piece Overstuffed Velour 


>Spearé-Co« 


Dept. So1 


Save $35 on this Suite 


Yours—The New Spear Book 


Spear & Co. of Pitts- 
burgh, Pa.—Home Fur- 
nishers to the People of 

| America for 35 Years 
— We Furnish Credit to 
Happy 


—Greater Than Ever 


—1278 Bargains 


Full of cozy, comfortable 
|, furnishings for chilly 
7 7 fall days and cold win- 

‘ ter months. Eve rything 

4 for your home in the 

season when your home 

should be cheeriest—fur- 


rugs, chairs, daven 
stoves, linoleum. 
bargains than ever— sav- 
ings < 3% to40%. FREE 


edit on ev yerything — 

FREELY GIVEN. 30 days 

FREE trial. Year to pay. Never ~ fore such 

sensational values, such easy terms. Send today 

ve already written for this book. 

Sour jn - t to you free. 
No obligation to buy. Mail the coupon now. 


Send me at once the 3-piece Overstuffed Velour Suite as de- 
scribed above. is $1 first It is un 
that if at the end of 30 days trial, I am satisfied, I will send you 


$4.00 monthly. Order No. D A 4310. Sale Price $49.95. 
Title remains with you until paid in full. 
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An ANNOUNCEMENT to Ladies 


Who Prefer Ambitious Men 


E publishers of SMART SET, for the smart young woman, are also 
publishers of the New McCLURE’S, a magazine for alert, am- 
bitious men. 

It is the only magazine that ranges over all man’s interests. It is a maga- 
zine of entertainment, of inspiration and of clean sportsmanship. 

It is a MAN’S magazine. 

Famous writers and personalities contribute to the New McCLURE’S. 
Among them are Irvin S. Cobb, B. C. Forbes, Gene Tunney, O. O. McIntyre, 
T. Howard Kelly, James Hopper, James B. Connolly, A. E. W. Mason, James 
H. Collins, E. Phillips Oppenheim, Leroy Scott, Will Rogers, Hugh Wiley, 
Charles J. McGuirk and many others. They know how to interest, entertain 
and inspire men. 

The New McCLURE’S is of no interest to you for yourself, but for that 
man who interests you—whether he be friend, fiance, husband, father or 
brother—the New McCLURE’S is great and wholesome reading. 


It will help and inspire him. 


E should particularly read the November issue—on sale now. In 
it, Charles J. McGuirk begins his sensational expose of the under- 
world influence that is making of the prize-fight game a graft and a gyp- 
racket. 
By all means, tell him to get—or you get for him—the November New 
McCLURE’S. It will convince him that here at last is a man’s magazine. 


We feel sure he will appreciate your thoughtfulness in bringing the New 
McCLURE’S to his attention. 


One hundred thousand successful, alert men buy and read the New 
McCLURE’S every month. It has become their favorite magazine. 
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Pick Your 


But! Did Learn 
Music Without 


T WAS at a little social gathering. Every- 
one had been called on to entertain and 

all had responded with a song or with a se- 
lection on some musical instrument. And 
now it was my turn. 

I had always been known as a sort of “sit 
in the corner.” I had never been able either 
to sing or play. So they all murmured as I 
smiled confidently and took my place at the 
piano. Then I played. First, some ballads, 
then beautiful classical numbers, and now I 
was closing with rollicking tunes from all 
the musical shows—anything they asked for. 

For the first time in my life I knew the 
thrill of real pride. How many nights I had 
sat in my room—alone! And yet here I was 
now the very center of this gay party! I 
would not have traded my place with anyone. 

They had listened—dumbfounded. For a 
moment, now that I had finished, they re- 
mained motionless—silent. And then the 
storm broke! Thunderous applause! Joyful 
congratulations! A veritable triumph! Then 
they bombarded me with questions. 

“How did you do it?” they chorused. “And 
we thought you didn’t know a note!” “Why 
didn’t you tell us you were taking lessons 
privately?” “Who was your teacher?” 

The questions came fast. For a moment 
they overwhelmed me. 

“Teacher? I never had one,” I replied, 
“T learned all by myself, at home.” 

They laughed in disbelief. 

“Laugh if you want,” I countered—“but 
I did learn music without a teacher. Yet 
there’s nothing remarkable about it. 

“I have always loved music—everybody 
does. But I couldn’t afford to engage a pri- 
vate teacher. And I couldn't bear the thought 


of monotonous scales and tedious exercises. 
Anyway, I thought a person had to have spe- 
cial talent to become a musician. 

“You all know how I've just sat around 
and watched the rest of you entertain. How 


I used to envy Laura playing beautifully 
mellow notes on her sax—or Billy jazzing 
up a party with his peppy banjo! Time after 
time I longed to be able to play. 


“And then one night I was sitting at home 
alone, as usual, reading a magazine. Sud- 
denly my eye caught a startling announce- 
ment. Could it be true? It told of a new, 
easy method of quickly learning music— 
right in your own home—and without a 
teacher. It sounded impossible—but it made 
me wonder. Aiter all, about all the colleges 
have home study courses for most every sub- 
ject, so I decided it was certainly worth in- 
vestigation—as long as it didn’t cost a cent 
to find out. So I signed the coupon, dropped 
the letter in the box, and—well, you know 
the rest.” 


The course, I explained to them, was 
more helpful than I ever dreamed possible. 
It was amazing in its simplicity—even a 
child could learn to play this quick, easy 
way. I chose the piano. And from the very 
beginning I was playing—not wearisome 
scales but real notes, catchy tunes—just like 
a regular musician! And it was all tremen- 
dous fun—just like a fascinating game! 


Now I can play almost anything—jazz or 
classical. I am never at a loss to entertain. 
Wherever there’s a jolly party you're sure to 
find me. Wherever there’s life and fun and 
music—I'll be there! No more melancholy 
nights alone. No more dreary hours of soli- 
tude. And I even play in an orchestra on 
the side and make a lot of money having a 
wonderful time! 


You, too, can learn to play your favorite 
instrument by this remarkable, easy “at 
home” method that has helped almost a half- 
million people all over the world to increased 
pleasure and financial gain. And_ there's 
nothing marvelous about it. It’s just a com- 
mon sense practical method—so simple you 
don’t have to know the slightest thing about 


INSTRUMEN1 
Piano Violin 
Organ Clarinet 
Ukulele Flute 
Cornet Saxophone 
Trombone Harp 
Piccolo Mandolin 
Guitar "Celle 
Hawaiian Steel Guitar 


Sight Singing 
Piano Accordion 
Voice and Speech Culture 
Drums and Traps 
Automatic Finger Control 
Banjo (Plectrum, 5-String 
or Tenor) 


Also for Advanced Pianists 


a Special Course including 
24 famous classics—a dis- 
tinctive addition te any 
music. You find |  pianist’s repertoire. 
your progress 
amazingly rapid 


because every step is clear and easy to un- 
derstand. Just pick out the instrument you 
want to play. The U. S. School of Music 
does the rest. And the cost averages just a 


few cents a day! 


Free Book and Demonstration 
Lesson 


Our wonderful illustrated free book and our 
free demonstration lesson explain all about this 
remarkable method. They prove just how any- 
one can learn to play his favorite instrument 
éy note in almost no time and for just a frac- 
tion of what old slow methods cost. 

If you really want to learn to play—if new 
friends—good times—so- 
cial popularity and _ in- 
creased income appeal to 
you — take this oppor- 
tunity to make your 
dreams come true. Now! 
Sign the coupon and 
send it before it’s too | 
late. Instruments sup- 
plied when_ needed, 
cash or credit. 


U. S. School of Music, 


42711 Brunswick Bldg.. 
New York City. 


U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 
42711 Brunswick Bidg., New York City. 

Please send me your free book, “Music Les- 
sons in Your Own Home,” with introduction by 
Dr. Frank Crane, Free Demonstration Lesson 
and particulars of your easy payment plan. [I 
am interested in the following course: 


City... 


-@ 
4 
Y 
j 
| 
= 
Have you above instrument , 
Name . 


“T wish I’'d known” 


THERE’S always a new experience ahead—something you 
haven’t done before and which calls for a decision. 


You become engaged—and immediately you are called upon 
to decide on the purchase of many, many things you never 
bought before. 


You marry—and furniture, draperies, silverware, china, 
talking-machines, oil-burners, gas-stoves, automobiles claim 
your dollars and call for your choice. 


A baby comes—and again you face a new experience in 
purchasing clothes and powders and blankets; in buying a 
crib, baby-carriage, foods, toys. 


Next—what school? For the years pass incredibly fast. 
Once more, a new decision. 


Every room in your house requires a choice. Every meal 
served in your dining-room results from your having decided 
on what to serve. Every day confronts you with a multitude 
of possibilities from which you must select those which make 
life happier and better, and make the dollars go farther. 


How on earth are you going to make those decisions? How 
can you know what you want and what you don’t want? How 
can you buy to such advantage that you'll seldom, if ever, have 
occasion to use that futile phrase, “I wish I'd bought some- 
thing else”? 


Read the advertisements—read them carefully. The ad- 
vertisements are an encyclopaedia of news and information on 
the things you want and need. 


the Idol of the Screen? 


EXTRA! 


Solve the mystery and win 
$1,000 reward 


WIGHT HARDELL was leading man’ 


for Superior Films’ super-produc- 
tions. He was the idol of feminine motion 
picture audiences the country over. His 
picture was on their walls; his image was 
in their hearts. 


Then came that mysterious night on 
the Superior Films’ “lot.” Midnight! Fog 
off the Pacific blanketed the “lot” with 
eerie menace. The blaze of powerful arc 
lights suddenly went out. Pitch blackness 
ensued, with here and there a patch of 
dim light. Suddenly a dark figure seemed 
to float out of the bushes. A wild shout 
—a terrifying scream. The Irishman at the 
studio gate shivered, crossed himself and 
muttered, ‘“‘a banshee.” 


And the next morning, there lay on 
Stage Six a grotesquely twisted figure, with 
fear-stricken countenance, a horror of 
something more than death in the agony 


Go compete for these prizes it is not necessary to buy Paotortay. ‘Read it at the “Public Library. 


Dwight 


It was Dwight 


of his expression. 


Hardell—dead! 
Who or what killed him? What 


was the secret of the horror in his 
glazed eyes? Here’s your chance to turn 


detective. Read this great mystery 
story in PHOTOPLAY. It was written 
by the Edingtons who know the “in- 
side workings” of the movies because 
they're in the movies. Solve the mys- 
tery—and win one of the 19 handsome 
prizes—$50 to $1,000. 


November 


PHOTOPLAY 
Out Today 
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“Dear Mr. 


Scores of Girls -cAnd Some 
“Write the cAuthor of “Girls, “We're ‘Wise to Yow” 
“REAL GRUTRE 


“Girls, We’re Wise to You,” pub- 

lished in the September SMART SET 
knocked our readers for a row of mail 
trucks. What a response that article 
elicited! 

Letters from flappers. Letters from 
flappers’ mothers. Letters from wives. 
Letters from husbands, brothers, boys. 
Letters from civic organizations. Let- 
ters from leagues for this and that. Let- 
ters of praise and prejudice. Letters 
addressed to Mr. Woolrich. Letters to 
the editor. Letters that were bouquets 
and letters that were brickbats. 


NELL WOOLRICH’S article, 


ND all because Mr. Woolrich declared 
in “Girls, We're Wise to You” that 
the modern man was tired of the modern 
girl, wanted her to be more old-fashioned, 
wanted her to dance less to jazz and 
more to the tune of love’s old sweet song, 
wanted her to paint and pet less, and 
added that if he, the author, should meet a 
girl who could be an old-fashioned clinging 
vine he thought the shock would kill him. 
That started the mail storm. Invita- 
tions came to Mr. Woolrich from Long 
Island, California, the Hawaiian Islands, 
Jersey City and other principalities to 
come there and get shocked to death. 
Old-fashioned girls sent in their photo- 
graphs. New-fashioned girls sent in their 
photographs and phone numbers. Girls 
sent in their portraits of what they 
thought Mr. Woolrich looked like and 
even Mr. Woolrich’s mother wouldn’t 
have liked him to look like that. Some 
even went so far as to send in scraps of 
Mr. Woolrich’s picture that appeared in 
this magazine and which the indignant 
young things had torn up in rage. 

And above and beyond all else, each 
of these communications contained an 
opinion of Mr. Woolrich and all his works 
expressed in no uncertain language. 


| ig IS impossible for Smart Set to print 
all these letters though all of them 
were carefully read. But they were of such 
extraordinary interest, and the literary 
standard of them all was so surprisingly 
high, we have selected the following ones, 
because each of them combines individ- 
ually the best features of them all. 

Incidentally, while many letters came 
yom men the best were from women. 

The editor of Smart Set thanks you 
for your response. It was inspiring. 


As for Mr. Woolrich, you will find 
more of his ideas and ideals on page 
forty of this issue. 

Meantime to the letters! 


STHER STANWIX WALLA fear- 
lessly writes her own story. 

“So we make you sick, Cornell Wool- 
rich? Listen. I was a nice old-fashioned 
girl just long enough to find out I had 
no dates, no boy friends, no prospects of 
marrying, and was getting a rotten time 
out of life. I’m married now, happy, and 
let me tell you, I didn’t get any man 
sitting around with folded hands, fling- 
ing shy glances and gazing moonwards. 
: fought for him, and how! But I got 
1im ! 

“Here’s how it went while I was still 
old-fashioned : 

“He, ‘Wanna dance?’ 

“Me, ‘I can’t.’ Exit He. 

“Another He, ‘Wanna drink?’ 

“Me, ‘I don’t drink.’ Exit Second He. 

“I'd invite Him over for an evening. 
The place would be a_ rose-covered 
veranda and a cozy swing. Silence. 
Business of coaxing a kiss. A husky 
slap. An irate sheik nursing a stinging 
cheek. Exit. 


O MORE dates. The word passed 
that I was a flat tire. Three years 
of going home alone or with another girl. 
“Then I went away for a month. I 
came home with the first shingle in town, 
shorter dresses, brighter colors, higher 
heels, lipstick, rouge, cigarettes. I dis- 
covered I could hold unlimited quanti- 
ties of gin, scotch, or what have you. 
Never drunk. That would be blah. But 
always a good sport. Old friends popped 
up, ‘Why I never knew you were such a 
good dancer.’ Applesauce. They'd never 
taken the trouble to find out when I was 
called a flat tire. 

“I passed from a nice mama’s girl 
quite dateless and unpopular to a gin- 
swigging, painted flapper, dating, danc- 
ing and dining every night, the most 
popular girl in town. 

“Then I started fighting for the man 
I wanted with another girl of the same 
species as myself. He was worth fight- 
ing for. He isn’t your kind, Cornell, not 
disillusioned, bored, blasé, but an honest- 
to-goodness man. 

“T wds the kind you describe as want- 
ing to go through life without children. 
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“Now my hair is growing long again 
because I want to look wholesome to my 
husband. I use just enough make-up to 
keep from looking half-dead. I haven't 
tasted liquor in two years. I never 
smoke. I dress smartly but not ex- 
tremely. We have a nice home, noted 
for its hospitality and well-cooked, weil- 
served dinners. Besides I’m a success- 
ful business woman. My husband is 
likewise successful. And we're only 
twenty-two.” 


. P. SOTHERLAND of Racine, Wis- 

consin, a successful young engineer 
who married a modern girl, springs to 
their defense: 

“I have lived in various parts of the 
country from Racine, Wis., to Miami, 
Florida, and have had the opportunity to 
visit and associate with young people who 
are seeing and enjoying life in a manner 
that my father and mother are envious 
of. Both my wife and I are university 
graduates and we are blessed with twin 
daughters, aged two. 

“Cornell Woolrich is of the same mood 
and temperament I was during my 
sophomore year in college and I really 
sympathize with him. 

“My experiences in college were typical 
of all young men. I have seen the best 
and worst of university life. But my 
wife knows all this. We have been mar- 
ried three years and continue to enjoy 
life together.” 


ELEN CZAHO of Fremont, Ohio, is 
slightly sarcastic: 

“Girls, poor misunderstood creatures. 
These modern men think they are com- 
bined Don Juans and John Gilberts. Let 
them kiss you and they erase your phone 
number saying, ‘Aw, she’s too easy.’ 
When you won’t kiss they say, ‘What’s 
the use of wasting time on her.’ It’s 
enough to work us girls into a delirium. 

“I would like to meet a fellow who 
doesn’t wind his arms around me a few 
minutes after being introduced and who 
doesn’t start, ‘you’re some cute kid, I'll 
say,’ pulling out a flask meanwhile.” 


OROTHY MARIE SHELTON of 
Kansas City, Mo. carries this same 

line of thought even further. She says: 
“I'd like to meet a boy who wants a 
home with a couple of kiddies instead of 
an apartment [Continued on page 136] 
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“DOLORES “DEL ‘RIO 


Ohe glamourous Mexican film star, one of the overnight roses of Hollywood, has 
sailed for a European holiday, accompanied by her mama, her director and forty- 
seven trunks of feminine frippery with which to stun the old world 


Smart Set’s Gallery of “Beauty | 
3 
>" 
> 
} 
é f 
4 
t 

* 
1 
19 


“DIONE ELLIS 


Hake a long lingering look at this gleaming blonde and you'll never wonder why 
a case-hardened jury of blase beauty experts call her the loveliest extra girl on and 
about the sunlit stages of Hollywood 
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CMISS JOSEPHINE LAUDER 


Noe only has Gene Tunney a startling straight left. There is nothing noticeably 
wrong with his eyesight and judgment, as this new studio portrait of his heiress- 
fiancée demonstrates. | And she’s Polly to her pals 
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Camera Study by 
Irving Chidnoff 


eMISS ANN GARDING 


% She pretty and talented Ann, at present the loved and lauded star of “‘The Trial 
of Mary Dugan,” is now surrounded with the aura of motherhood. Her husband, 
and the proud co-parent, is Harry Bannister, leading man and radio speaker 
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Camera Study by 
Melbourne Spurr 


“VIVIAN OAKLAND 


“(oe seem to be running to towheads this month, but there’s always a welcome for 

Vivian. The famous vaudeville team of John T. Murray and Vivian Oakland 

is split two ways at present, with Wife Vivian in the movies and Husband John 
being comical on the stage 
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Camera Study by Hal Phyfe 


CMISS MYRNA “DARBY 


“(Mhat? Still another of the blonde persuasion? We seem to prefer them. The 

roguish Myrna, specialty dancer of high voltage, is one of the prettiest things about 

Ziegfeld’s lustrous operetta, ““The Three Musketeers,” one of Broadway’s favor- 
ite ports of curtain-time call 


HE most interesting thing 

about youth today is that 

the girl is forging miles 
ahead of the boy. I admire the 
modern girl intensely; she has 
got rid of all the inhibitions that 
tortured us in the previous gener- 
ation and has emerged a very 
vital creature, quite fearless and 
apparently without nerves. She 
is most curious about life and 
determined to live it to the utter- 
most. Compared with the boy of 
her own age you will find she is 
physically far stronger. She can 
go on hour after hour working. 
playing, dancing and remain ut- 
terly tireless. Meanwhile the 
young men can’t keep up with 
her. 

I notice among the girls in 
country house life, that after a 
day’s sport they are always eager 
to go on and dance all night. It 
is the young men who hold back: 
they are tired and simply cannot 
Stay the course. 


HERE is, I think, a very real 
reason for this disparity of 


strength and nervous power. I 
think the reason is that our 
young men from twenty to 


twenty-seven grew up under the 
shadow of the War. Then they 
seemed to suffer actually more 
than the girls. Possibly the girls 
got rid of the nervous tension by 
talking about it; boys, even 
small boys, are more shy. But 
for whatever reason, the fact re- 
mains that at the moment they 
are physically inferior. It is, I 
think, very difficult for the boy. 
He feels he is being pushed out 
and as a consequence stands just 
a little aloof. The girl very often 
has to seek him. There are continual rings upon the telephone, 
with suggestions that he should come with her to a dinner, a 
dance. He evades them all. One girl after the other phones 
him but the more the phone calls the less he will go. 


HE amazing frankness of the girl today quite outmatches 

the boy. I am told that whole groups of girls, not one 

at a time mind you, will converse on the most intimate details 

of sex with complete candor. Nothing is hidden from them in 

the way of knowledge, and they face these facts simply, with- 
out self-consciousness. 

I think this frankness about sex is all to the good, if it takes 

no more than its proper place in the mind of youth. There is 

astonishingly little license between boys and girls. It is amaz- 


ing to watch them go and bathe together, throwing off their 
clothes behind adjoining bushes without the least self-con- 
sciousness. I attach very little importance to all the hectic stories 
that get about as to the consequences of this camaraderie. 
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Now that sex is no longer taboo 
as a subject of discussion it has 
lost that furtive attraction which 
made it so dangerous. Indeed, in 
spite of—I should say because of 
—this frankness, very little evil 
comes. We hear all sorts of tales 
of petting parties and cocktail 
drinking but I have never found 
any of these things except among 
the small and exotic set always 
found in great cities. 


DON’T think this is altogether 

new, this freedom of discussion. 
To me we are merely harking back 
to life in the Elizabethan age when 
women expressed themselves with 
the uttermost frankness on all 
points, including sex. You have 
only to take Shakespeare’s heroines 
to realize this. They are astound- 
ingly free-spoken; they go where 
they like and do what they like 
just as at the present time. The 
girl today has an astounding capac- 
ity for ideas. She wants to discuss 
anything and everything but the 
boy isn’t like that. 

I am speaking now of the young 
people you find in country houses; 
the London set is different and 
numerically less important. The 
young men are not enthusiastic 
about discussion for the most part. 
If they are not at the Varsity they 
are in the Army or the Navy and 
when they come home they are 
eager for tennis, riding, swimming, 
and all kinds of sport. The coun- 
try house girl has to turn to the 
older men who are able to share 
her interests in literature, art, 
physiology and a hundred and one 
problems about which the woman 
of today is eager. This, I think, is 
why a girl often prefers the society 
of older men to those of her own generation. She is so eager 
to talk about ideas with those who have a wider knowledge 
that she has not the patience to penetrate the mental shyness 
of the boy who as a consequence goes into his shell. 

But if there is sometimes a lack of mental reciprocity be- 
tween girl and boy there remains this wonderful comradeship 
which has burst out all over Europe. The first thing that 
happened in Germany after the War was that groups of girls 
and boys in their teens walked all over the country, tramping 
by day, camping by night; the girls in short frocks with low 
necks, no sleeves, and bobbed hair and the boys with longish 
hair and knickerbocker suits. They had little or no money 
but a great spirit of adventure. They all looked amazingly 
handsome, like Greek gods and goddesses, radiant in health and 
strength. Germany was very much alarmed at it all. The 
sudden breaking down of the social segregation of the sexes, 
the meeting together of young minds and young hopes in un- 
restricted and fearless freedom [Continued on page 126] 
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ADAMS 


cA ‘Rollicking 
Story 
of 
What Happened 
to A Girl 


was almost directly the result 
of a careless conversation be- 
tween two of her girl friends 

This is unusual because, while mar- 
riage is often the result of careless 
conversation, the conversation is or- 
dinarily carried on between two people 
of opposite sexes. 

Jane Murray said to Ethel Dennedy 
—Camilla was not supposed to be 
listening but she just happened to be 
within earshot, even if she wasn’t in 
sight—Jane said to Ethel, “It’s a darn’ 
shame that Cam hasn't been invited 
on Joe Baxter’s cruise. She’s so much 
fun and every girl adores her.” 

“Yeh,” Ethel admitted, “every girl 
does but unfortunately not one of the 
men feels the same way. Don't stop 
me! I know you are going to say 
that everybody likes Cam and all that. 
But just liking isn’t enough to make 
a lady indispensable on a party that 
a man is getting up. It isn’t that they 
want a girl to be exactly naughty but 
Cam is too darned honorable. Why, 


Ox MADDOX’S marriage 
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illa was different. One 
could almost imagine that 
she had deliberately set 
about to make herself over 


any woman would trust Cam with her husband even around 
a corner on the darkest night that ever happened.” 

“I suppose you are right,” Ethel conceded. “It’s really too 
bad that Cam isn’t Mrs. Somebody. She'd make such an 
ideal chaperone that then she’d be sure to be invited every- 
where. Let’s see, Cam’s at least three or four years older than 
the rest of us. I wonder why she has never married.” 

“For the same reason that Joe didn’t invite her on this 
yachting trip, you dumb bunny. Cam just doesn’t interest 
men that way. When you meet her you know all there is to 
know. There are no parlor tricks up the sleeve. She’s pretty 
enough even if she does wear her hair like that. She dances 
better than any of us although apparently never in a way to 
make a man forget he is dancing, and she has at least half an 
ounce more brain than the average pretty prattler. Maybe 
that’s her trouble, perhaps she has too much brain and not 
enough dumb instinct.” 


“ ANYWAY I hate to think how she'll feel when she finds 
out she isn’t invited.” 

“So do I, dear, and your sympathy does you great credit. 
But don’t let it interfere with your having a good time.” 

Eavesdroppers may not hear any good of themselves but 
in some instances they do accumulate information which is 
good for them. This was one of those cases. 

The brutal analysis of her plight by the two sisters of not 
much mercy brought home to Camilla with an abrupt bump 
the fact that all of the friends of her girlhood had married 


Convenience 


and most of them were mothers 
already while she, herself, was 
going with a bunch which had 
been in rompers when she was 
in high school. 

She thought over the list 
of her intimates. No, there 
wasn’t one of her own age. 
The ones she had grown up 
with had crossed an almost 
insensible barrier which made 
them foreigners. She didn’t 
quite speak their language. 

And now these kids were 
drawing away a little too. They 
were mating and beginning to 
lose kinship with their sisters 
who were still tadpoles. It was 
very confusing. She had never 
really wanted to be married but 
now it seemed a necessity forced 
upon her by a world which was marching by in twos leaving 
her stranded on a lonely by-path. 


RS. COLLINGSWOOD. once known as Camilla Maddox. 

was met at the train some little while later by Ethel 

and Jane, half a dozen other squabs in gleaming hosiery and 

necktie skirts, and two or three recently registered matrons. 

“Why, Cam dear, how well you are looking!” Ethel ex- 
claimed. She waved an engagement ring ostentatiously. 

“T am well. Why shouldn’t I look that way?” 

“You've been through so much.” Jane Murray took up 
the burden of the explanation. “Married and all that trouble 
with your husband and his family. I’m surprised that you 
don’t look forty.” 

Cam laughed. “What’s one marriage and a little trouble with 
a husband? It’s what one has to expect nowadays.” 

“You're not divorced?” 


“@>H, NO. Perhaps we never shall be. I find life very 
satisfactory just as things are. I assure you I have no 
intention of ever letting any one persuade me to try the mar- 
ried state again so technical freedom means nothing to me.” 
The youngsters were enchanted and the matrons were a 
little aghast at the sophistication which enveloped the once 
simple Camilla Maddox. She was smartly modern from the 
pink lobes of her ears which acted as anchors for quite Rus- 
sian-looking earrings to the tips of her jade colored satin slip- 
pers that were the last word in what not to wear unless you 
had perfect ankles. 
Everything about Camilla was different. One could almost 
imagine that she had deliberately set about to make herself 
over. She even had a hair cut that would have attracted 
attention in Hollywood. 

Her finish was so brittle and artificial looking that it 
seemed as if a feather duster would scratch it. But how it 
did glisten while it was new. 

She rated a quarter column on the society page which hinted 
her matrimonial troubles discreetly. If there hadn't been quite 
so much vagueness about names and places the managing 
editor would have been tempted to put it on the first page, but 
even as it was nobody missed it. 
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Bu. Mr. Collingswood, I 
am not your son’s wife’’ 


There was a house party on for that week-end at Ethel 
Dennedy’s summer place on the Sound. Ethel’s mother was 
glad to be relieved of the job of chaperoning the riot although 
she had some misgivings about entrusting it to Mrs. Collings- 
wood. 

“She's almost notorious, you know, dear,’ Mrs. Dennedy 
told Ethel as a last feeble protest. 

“Nonsense. And even if she is it’s a case of more chinned 
against than sinning. Cam is really a gentle old mid-victori- 
ous horse and buggy. The mere fact that she has come back 
with a Duco finish hasn't really made a particle of difference 
in what goes on under her hood.” 

Ethel had not inherited the Dennedy red hair and fighting 
temperament for nothing. What chance against her in an 
argument had a mother who was not even Irish? 


AM found herself the undisputed chaperone of all she could 

survey and of much more that she could only guess at. 
The Dennedy place was a wonderful rallying point for meals and 
naps and the grounds, the beach and near-by villages were 
excellent excuses for entertainment a deux. Scarcely any one 
ever had an errand in town at the same time that any one else 
did and even if the idea did occur simultaneously to two 
ladies the things needed could not be purchased in the same 
towns so it took two roadsters and two pilots anyway. 

It was happy weather, comfortably warm but not sticky. 
The regular summer crowd was not there yet; there was no 
competition on the beach or anywhere save that offered by a 
few isolated house parties like their own. 

Camilla rated the best sleeping accommodations in the house, 
the ones ordinarily occupied by Mr. and Mrs. Dennedy them- 
selves. Downstairs, in a separate wing, the suite contained 
dressing-room, bedroom, sleeping porch and bath. There were 
sliding twin beds on tracks that could be moved in or out. 

Cam demurred at first at being so far from the rest of the 
crowd which was housed on the two upstairs floors. 

“Pipe down,” Ethel commanded. “This is the way it’s al- 
ways done. You've got to use the honor system in chaperon- 
ing nowadays. Cam, dear, you're only a very charming and 
beautiful figurehead. You're a sop to public sentiment, that’s 
all. Your only duty is to be here and have a good time.” 

Well, Cam, did have a good time, at least during the first 
twenty-four hours. After that the girls were barely speaking 


to her and all the little twosome excursions to nowhere in 
particular had been broken up because all the men hung 
around Mrs. Collingswood in a revolving wedge. Each one 
was afraid something interesting might happen if he went away 
or that one of the other fellows would get the inside track if 
Cam showed any signs of picking a favorite. 

“Now look here, Sam, you've got to lay off this Collings- 
wood woman.” Herb Raines argued earnestly with his friend. 
“I got you the invitation to this party and if you start any- 
thing that gets me in dutch with Ethel why » 

Sam Sherman laughed. “Boo! And likewise bosh! You're 
only jealous because you rashly got engaged to Ethel before 
looking over all the entries.” 

“I am not. Ethel is the only woman in all the world for me.” 

“You've afraid you're right. I don’t know how you can 
get out of it myself now that you've let her wear the ring. 
But don’t feel bad. Ethel is a darned attractive girl and all 
the vocabulary her husband is going to need is the one word, 
‘Yes.’ You're better off anchored to a nice jealous wildcat 
like that than hopelessly in love with a married woman.” 

“As you are?” 

“As Iam. I admit. She’s a wonder. Outside she has the 
veneer of Deauville, Paris, Palm Beach and beneath it the 
trusting heart of a simple maiden from Huckleberry Cor- 
ners.” 

“So you think.” 

“So I know. Listen, young man, I'm a lot older than you 
are, older than any of these wise guys you ve got around here. 
See these gray hairs. With them comes wisdom.” 

“With them apparently comes second childhood as far as 
women are concerned. I suppose that when a man gets as 
old as you are he has to take ‘em at face value or not at all.” 


HERE might have been more but it seemed scarcely a suit- 
able subject to discuss in front of Carter, Sam’s man, who 
came in just then. 

“Here is a collar button, sir.” 

“That’s-good. I can’t imagine where I lost mine. This one 
is just right.” 

None of the other guests boasted of a man but, as has been 
suggested, Sherman was older and a wealthy man to boot. 

Dinner was announced presently and they went down. There 
was slight delay while they waited for Miles Underholt, a 
flustered youth who finally appeared wearing a soft silk polo 
shirt with his dinner jacket. 

“Sorry, folks,” he apologized. “I had on my cast-iron 
haberdashery but I’ve mislaid my one and only collar button 
somewhere and wasted about twenty minutes looking in places 
I was sure I had put it. Mr. Sherman’s man Carter helped 
me, too.” 

Sam had a guilty impulse to touch his neck. He felt rather 
more than moderately sure that Mr. Underholt’s missing collar 
button was at that moment anchoring his own linen. 

He made a mental note to kick his man, Carter, at the first 
convenient opportunity and then proceeded to devote his atten- 
tion pretty much entirely to Mrs. Camilla Collingswood. All 
the other girls helped him unobtrusively. 

“This will be my last evening here,” Sam told her. 

She seemed concerned. “Oh, I’m sorry. Why?” 

Cam looked at him so much as if she meant it, her eyes 
were so wistfully misty, that he blurted out the truth. “I 
can’t bear to be with you any longer and realize all the time 
that you belong to some one else.” 


AM smiled. Probably she had never smiled at any one in 

quite that same way before. It was like the opening of a 
gorgeous flower for the first time. “Oh,” she said but he 
knew that she was not offended at his boldness. 

“Need that make you leave?” she asked. “This is 1928 
you know, and customs are not what they were back in the 
nineties.” 

“But some men are.” 

“How appalling. You're not really that old.” 

“My sentiments, however, date much further into history 
than that.” 

“Just what are your sentiments, Mr. Bones?” 

“No fair asking such a question. What you don’t know 
won't hurt me.” 

She laughed. “I rather like fencing with you. All the other 
men in this party seem to be using duelling foils. A bout with 
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you gives one exercise with- 
out much danger. And even 
a chaperone has to have some 
amusement. You really 
ought to stay if only for my 


sake. Please.” 
One of the servants was 
waiting for her to finish 


speaking. “There is a gentle- 
man to see you, Mrs. Collingswood,” he in- 
formed her. 

“Thank you. As 
ishe 
“He said it was important, that he could 
not wait.” 

“That's curious. I’m not expecting any 
one. Did he give you his name?” 

“Mr. Collingswood, madam.” 

It was impossible for Sam Sherman not to 
hear what he said. That was similarly true 
of the other near-by guests. Some of them 
laughed. 

“What an unexpected pleasure!” declared 
Ethel Dennedy. “And how fortunate that he 
arrived at a time when you were not off 
somewhere discussing psychology with my 
flancé.”’ 


soon as dinner is fin- 


AM was fearfully upset. Any one could 

see that. All of her sophisticated sang- 
froid had vanished leaving a Benda mask wear- 
ing earrings and a worldly smile behind which 
cowered a frightened little girl. 

Sam, at least, thought he saw all that. “Can 
I help? Shall I go with you?” He had risen 
to draw out her chair. 

“No,” she said. “That would only make 
matters worse.” To the rest she excused her- 
self. “I’m sorry to leave you young people 
at the one time during the day and night when I have a chance: 
to spread the mantle of convention over your actions but one’s 
own family comes first.” 

“Perhaps one or two of us had better be handy in case that 
brute starts anything,’ suggested Miles Underholt. 

“Ride your anchor. Miles, ride your anchor!” Ethel detained 
him with a hand on his sleeve. “Don't you know that when 
there is trouble between married folks the principal party to 
get hurt is the outsider who tries to referee the bout?” 

Camilla took a deep breath to steady her nerves and opened 
the library door. 


MIDDLE-AGED man, gray and quite bald turned and 
faced her. He was short legged, heavy, with a face that 
was composed of large features, all but his eyes. 

But they were shrewd, those eyes, and they looked her over 
with keen searching appraisal. “Humph,” he said, “you're 
better looking than the last -one.’ 

Cam did not understand him and said so. 
not know you.” 

‘No, we haven’t met but I'm democratic, I am, and I never 
refuse to speak to any wife my son marries during a drunken 
party. Sometimes he picks one that I find a bit hard to 
swallow but at least I’ve always been able to stand her for the 
length of the short business talk which we always have at our 
first and last meeting. Now to save time, because I'm on my 


“I’m afraid I do 


way to Pittsburgh, how much to release Stanley from the 
honor and obey thing? 
you have wasted?” 
“Mr. Collingswood,” Cam protested, “there has been a ter- 
rible mistake. 


Is five thousand enough for the time 


I don’t understand.” 


I would say 
‘Pardon me,’ 
, but I’m afraid 
} that would be 
» quiteas conven- 
tional as the en- 
tire situation”’ 


Mr. Collingswood eyed her. “Yes, I guess you are right. 
You don’t look as if you were baited for a five thousand dollar 
fish. Make it ten and all expenses for a quiet divorce.” 

“You don’t understand.” 

“I think I do. Just this once I don’t blame Stanley a bit. 
You're the kind of a girl I'd like to play around with myself. 
But unfortunately Stan’s mother wouldn't approve of you. 
She has higher ideas for Stan though heaven knows what she 
hopes for. You're a very high class piece of work as you 
stand. Because I realize that I'll give you my entire roll. 
There’s a lot, twenty thousand in real money. I like to pay 
cash when I deal with you bootleggers whether you peddle 
love or liquor and when I saw in the paper this morning that 
you were here I got plenty of treasury notes from the bank 
with the idea of giving about half of it to you and the rest 
to my wife who has a foolish mania for Chinese antiques. But 
the Chinese can wait, I see that you can’t.” He laid an in- 
credible amount of currency on the table. 

She stared at it, “But, Mr. Collingswood. I am not your 
son’s wife. I don’t know anything about you or your family. 
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Tin and the lovely girl tore 
their attention from one an- 
other. The interruption had 
come from Mr. Stanley Coll- 
ingswood who stood in the 
entryway to a closet 


OU’RE right you couldn’t, Pierre. 
never to try again.” The words were almost good natured 
* but in the way young Mr. Collingswood said them there was 
more than a hint of savage ferocity. Stanley might be a gentle 
and playful cub under ordinary circumstances 
but it was quite evident that he was inclined 
to be ugly when intoxicated. 
“Come now, Stan,” his father urged. “We've 
got to get home.” To Cam he offered a paper. “Look over 
this agreement and if it’s O. K. sign [Continued on page 128] 
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As a matter of fact I am 
not really married at all.” 

Mr. Collingswood 
brushed that aside. “Well. 
maybe it wasn’t a legal 
wedding but I suppose 
you've got some claim 
anyway. Keep the money 
and stop calling yourself 
Mrs. Collingswood.” 

Cam began to get 
angry. “This is too 


HE door opened and a 
tall, broad-shouldered 
stranger wavered a little 
on the threshold. 

“What's the matter, 
pop? You said you'd be 
back in five minutes and 
—For Pete’s sake who is 
this?” 

“See,” Cam _ pointed 
out, “your son doesn't 
recognize me. Take back 
your twenty thousand.” 

“Twenty thou— Who 
says I don’t recognize 
you? Of course I recog- 
nize you, my long lost 
wife. Here I’ve _ been 
searching all over for you 
to celebrate our bromo 
seltzer and aspirin an- 
niversary and now the 
good old pater is the one 
who sleuthes you out. 
Dad, I take my hat off to 
you. You ‘cherchez the 
femmes’ better than I do 
and I thought I was inter- 
national champion in that 
respect. Hereafter you al- 
ways find ’em for me. 
You find ’em and I'll keep 

The elder Mr. Collings- 
wood was inclined to view 
the advent of his son wiih 
some misgiving. “Listen, 
Stan, you go back to the 
car. Your mother is ex- 
pecting us home and—” 

A chauffeur came in 

escorted by the Dennedy 


” 


butler and two or three of the lady guests. 
“Pardon me, sir.” He addressed Mr. Collingswood. “Mr. 
Stanley insisted on coming in, sir, and I couldn’t hok! tim. 


” 


And I advise you 
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Woman 


Wants 


now 


@his Being the Story of (ATHERINE THE GREAT 
Who ‘Realized the Importance of Little Ghings in Love 


HE thing all women can learn from Russia’s most 

I famous Czarina is summed up perfectly in the title 

which was bestowed upon her during her lifetime and 

which has been attached to her name in history ever since. 
Catherine the Great. 


selves, digs out the most objectionable of their faults. But it 
proves the marvelous results which a woman may obtain with 
men if she is big in her dealings with them. 

It was Catherine’s bigness and broadmindedness, her toler- 
ance, her generosity, her delightful sense of humor, her sound 
and fair sense of values, her amiable and easy-going disposition, 


Her life, her character, her methods with men, are one 
feminine tradition of the 


tremendous broadside against the 
importance of “little things” in love. 

Whatever else may be said about 
this Empress, and she had faults which 
were the scandal of Europe, she was 
absolutely free of the smallness which 
the modern woman is apt to consider 
as part of her heaven-born prerogative 
in dealing with men. 

If her men delivered in the big things, 
she didn’t get all wrought up about 
petty details. 

If Potemkin presented her with an 
advantageous treaty or a couple of new 
cities, she could be serene in face of 
the fact that he hadn’t shaved for a 
week and his shirt tail was hanging out. 

If Orloff, besides giving her a throne, 
was a satisfactory and devoted lover for 
ten years, she could overlook the fact 
that he occasionally cast an eye at one 
of her ladies-in-waiting. 


EALOUSY, which in ninefy-nine cases 

eut of a hundred has nothing to do 
with love but is the product of a false and 
mean pride, was unknown to Catherine. 

Maria Theresa, her sister empress, 
may not have approved of Catherine, 
and one must admit that her morality 
left much to be desired. 

But she was a grand soul—big, big, 
big. Every woman wants to know how 
to win and hold men. The lesson which 
the great Catherine has to teach goes 
very deep, cuts through the veils of 
pretense in which women shroud them- 


"lie average woman today 
has lost sight of the fact that 
a man is some one to be 
pleased, some one worth tak- 
ing the trouble to please, 
some one who, if pleased, 
will repay her with happi- 
ness and success a thousand 
times over. 

That is why when an oc- 
casional woman comes along 
who deliberately sets out to 
please men she gets every- 
thing she wants while her 
sisters stand back and won- 
der how, since she is perhaps 
neither beautiful nor bril- 
liant, she gets away with it 


which bound men to her in love and loyalty. 


Is there any one of those qualities 
which cannot be acquired by any wo- 
man if she tries? 

Let us see what they got for Cath- 
erine. What was her reward for her 
greatness in the important business of 
getting and holding men? _ Entirely 
apart from the fact that no woman can 
be happy without the love of a man, 
did Catherine’s unselfishness and _ big- 
ness in dealing with men pay her ade- 
quate returns? 


IRST of all, it brought her a 

throne upon which she had hardly 
a vestige of a claim. 

She was an obscure German princess, 
without a drop of Russian blood in her 
veins, occupying a humiliating position 
at court as the neglected wife of the 
moronic Grand Duke Peter who later 
became Czar, when the Russian throne 
was seized for her from her husband in 
1762 by a band of revolutionists headed 
by her dashing lover, Gregory Orloff. 

Second, that throne was held for her 
in security and prosperity by a succes 
sion of men who adored her and slaved 
in her interests even more than in their 
own until her death thirty-five years 
later. Plots and counterplots against her 
were defeated over and over again by the 
watchfulness and faithfulnessofher lovers. 

Third, it brought her the vaunted 
achievements of her long and glorious 
reign, which gave her that title “the 


air 


er 


‘Tite a careful look at this famous portrait of Catherine the Great. 
She was only fairly good looking—certainly not beautiful. Yet this 
obscure German Princess became one of the truly great rulers of the 
world. Just because she knew how to handle men. How did she do it? 

She was pleasing. She was of a most amiable and easy-going dis- 
position. Little things never affected her. Not such difficult things 
to acquire. Nothing that the woman of today cannot learn and do. 
Surely the results she achieved make her an authority on how to get 
and hold men. Therefore, every woman must want to know her 

secret. And there it is, in all its simplicity, all its power 


33 


a 
j 
é 
A 
it 
4 ? 
| 
on 
he : 
er 
ne 
in 
ed 
er 
ed 
irs 
_| 
he 
rs 
ed 
us 
he 


as she gave. 


Great” bestowed upon but few monarchs. Diplomatic success 
which lifted Russia out of the pawn class and into a position 
where it became arbiter of Europe. Additional territory for 
the empire three times the size of the British Isles. Vast 
internal improvements and reforms. And all these she owed 
in large measure to a really great minister who loved her 
devotedly for nineteen years—the gigantic, romantic, bar- 
baric Potemkin. 

Fourth, the friendship, stimulating intimacy and admiration 
of such men as Voltaire, Grimm, Diderot, Frederick the 
Great and the real devotion of her armies and servants 
of state. 

Fifth, a place in the world’s history where she stands with 
Elizabeth of England and Cleopatra of Egypt as one of the 
three great queens. 5 


O BE vulgarly modern for a moment, not a bad haul for 

a little second-rate German girl of the second-rate nobility, 
who was considered neither beautiful nor brilliant by those 
who knew her in her youth and in her early years in Russia 
as the wife of the heir to the throne. 

All these things Catherine accomplished because she knew 
how to handle men. Any careful and analytical study of her 
history and the history of the times will prove that. 

How did she do it? 

What did she know, this little Princess Sophia Augusta 
Fredericka of Anhalt-Zerbst, that every woman wants to 
know in order that in her own particular sphere she may 


From Catherine the Great may be learned the lesson of giving. She gave 
without stint, with joy, with a prodigal hand. But she got back as much 
Few virtues are more likely to arouse love and real, heart-felt 
generosity. And these Catherine had beyond any other woman of history 


judge of women since he was considered at that time the 
Don Juan of Europe, wrote of her, “She knew how to make 
herself agreeable to those whom she cared to interest. She 
was not beautiful, but pleasing, affable and witty, devoid of 
all pretension, which was the more remarkable as she had 
every reason to have a good opinion of herself.” 

Of herself she says in her memoirs, “To tell the truth, I 
never considered myself beautiful, but I was pleasing and I 
think that this was my strong point.” 


OW the interesting part of all this is not that Catherine 
pleased men but that she obviously recognized, even in 
her imperial and exalted position, the need of pleasing them. 
“I was pleasing and this was my strong point.” There shines 
forth the supreme cleverness of the woman who instantly sets 
herself apart from all ordinary women; there is the first great 
lesson to be learned. She had analyzed herself and knew that 
her strong point was what? Not her intellect, not any claim 
to beauty, not any power which she might wield as empress 
but her ability to please. 
Man is simple enough. He is not so difficult to please. 
But the average woman today has lost sight of the fact 
that he is some one to be pleased, some one worth taking the 
trouble to please, some one who if pleased will repay her with 
happiness and success a thousand times over. 
That is why when an occasional woman comes along who 
deliberately sets out to please men she gets everything she 
wants while her sisters stand back and wonder how, since she 


Simple Secret of Woman’s “Power Over 


The lesson which the great 
Catherine has to teach goes 
very deep, and proves the mar- 
velous results which a woman 
may obtain with men if she is 
big in her dealings with them. 
Was Catherine endowed with 
some magic power, some daz- 
zling fascination, which the gods 
bestow only once in every hun- 
dred years? Or can her meth- 
ods be understood, brought 


down to date and rendered 
available to women today, who 
seem to be making such a hope- 
less muddle of their relations 
with men? Read—and learn 


acquire all the gifts of fortune as did the girl who so miracu- 
lously became Catherine the Great? 
_ Was she endowed with some magic power, some dazzling 
fascination, which the gods bestow only once in every hundred 
years? Or can her methods be understood, brought down to 
date and made available to women today, who seem to be 
making such a hopeless muddle of their relations with men? 

Let us see. 

As with the majority of so-called superwomen, she was 
not beautiful. 

Casanova, who certainly should have been something of a 
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Above everything in the world, 
a man loves to feel comfortable 
with the woman he loves. Often 
that is the first thing that makes 
him single her out among the rest 
of the women he meets. He says 
to himself, “I feel comfortable 
when I’m with her.” 

A man likesto be himself. Her 
hold on him, her attraction for 
him, gains power with every hour 
of ease and pleasant companion- 
ship. When he finds in her the 
sort of camaraderie which he 
has hitherto found only in men, 
with the additional glamour that 
she is a woman, he is enthralled 


is perhaps neither beautiful nor brilliant, she gets away with it. 

The Empress of All the Russias didn’t sit on her throne 
waving scepters around and commanding, “Be pleased with me. 
I am a woman and you should look upon me with pleasure. 
I am desirable, therefore you should desire me. Give me 
everything and in return I will allow you to worship me.” 

Far from it. 

Catherine had a lively, free and jovial way with men. She 
put them at their ease. She made them comfortable. She was 
affectionate and sympathetic. Her laugh was hearty and rang 
with appreciation. In full uniform, mounted on a showy 
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charger, she rode among her soldiers, spoke with them, laughed 
at their jokes, took an interest in their well-being, and they 
adored her. 

There are very few women today who are not, for all 
their new freedom and equality, sex-conscious in a roomful 
of men. Catherine was always the woman, but she was never 
sex-conscious until she wanted to be. Nothing is so annoying 
to men as to have sex obtruded when they don’t want it, 
nothing so charming as to find in a delightful comrade a 
sudden, unexpected gleam of allure at the right moment. 


NE of Catherine’s greatest methods of pleasing was that 

she herself was easily pleased and showed it. Her simplicity 
and naturalness were endearing traits 
and her spontaneousness woke a glow 
of feeling in the men about her. 

It is very easy to be bored and 
blasé. The stupidest woman can be 
hard to please. But it takes bigness 
of soul to be continually interested in 
life; it takes a warm heart to be 
pleased and grateful. It takes a keen 
brain to find plenty in living itself to 
keep one happy. 

The attraction of the flame of her 
“joie de vivre” is the second great 
lesson that can be learned from Cath- 
erine the Great. 

One night when she was playing 
cards in her royal palace, she rang for 
a page. There was no answer. Very 
much annoyed, the Empress herself 
went in search of the missing servant. 
She found him, following the example 


of his betters, immersed in a game of whist. The hand kad 
been so interesting that he could not tear himself away to 
answer the imperial summons. Catherine watched the game 
for a moment, then with a laugh sent the page on his errand 
and herself sat down and took his cards until his return. 

Yet when Prince Henry of Prussia, brother of Frederick 
the Great, came to St. Petersburg and was met with hostility 
by the Russian nobles because of his solemnity and coldness, 
Catherine alone made a devoted friend of him. She took 
the time and trouble to hold long and very serious conversa- 
tions with him on his favorite subjects; she went into matters 
of philosophy and economics which perhaps didn’t interest 
her particularly; she listened to him expound his theories on 
all subjects. He found her, so he said, “intellectually sym- 
pathetic,” and wrote her long and affectionate letters for 
many years afterwards. 

With Prince Henry, with Grimm, with Diderot, Catherine 
held conversations that lasted for seven or eight hours on end. 
But it is reported that she listened more than she talked. 


N THE other hand, Potemkin had a gift of ventriloquism 
which delighted her and when he imitated animals or gave 
ridiculous orders in perfect mimicry of her own voice, she 
laughed until the tears rolled down her cheeks. 
In all these things she was, unconsciously no doubt, a 
perfect disciple of Cleopatra, who knew so well not only how 
to meet men on their own ground, but how to meet each 


H... is a picture of Catherine 
after she had lost her youth. But 
she had not lost her amazing facility 
for holding men. To the right is the 
brave Orloff who presented her 
with her throne and to the left is 
that great warrior-statesman, Po- 


temkin, her loyal slaves to the end 


particular man upon his own particular ground as well. 

There is not one woman from Cleopatra to little Peggy 
O’Neal, the American girl who made Martin Van Buren 
president out of gratitude, who has dared to ignore certain 
fundamental rules of pleasing. While each of these great 
women must be studied separately, while each had perhaps 
some special trait or emphasized some one method, it is 
necessary to remember that in some things they were all 
exactly alike, from empresses to kitchen maids, from Josephine 
to Emma Hamilton, from DuBarry to Mona Lisa. 

They studied their men, fitted themselves to each man’s 
special interests, temperaments and desires. 

Even upon their thrones, they were intensely adaptable. 


S ONE of the women of the great 
Genghis Khan, the Tartar who al- 
most conquered the world, is reputed 
to have said some seven hundred 
years ago, “What is a woman good 
for if she cannot adapt herself?” 

But if it were necessary to sum 
up in one sentence, the secret of 
Catherine’s power over men, that 
sentence would be, “She was big 
enough to recognize the unimpor- 
tance of unimportant things.” 

Let the value of that be written 
in letters of scarlet upon tablets of 
gold. Let it be hung prominently 
in every woman's thought chambers. 
And Catherine will have done more 
for the world than when she re- 
formed the tax system in all parts 
of the empires over which she ruled. 


For years it has been an accepted tradition with women 
that little things are important. It is an understood thing 
that women have a right to get more upset over little things 
than big ones. Well, it used to be an accepted tradition and 
an understood thing that the world was flat. 


ye is more fatal to success with men than making 
mountains out of mole-hills and yet no mistake is made 
with greater frequency and with a greater sense of righteous- 
ness on the part of a woman. 

A mother writing to her newly wedded son says, “Dear. 
if you want to make your marriage happy, don’t forget the 
little attentions that women love.” 

“It’s the little things that count.” 

“Straws show which way the wind blows.” 

“Take care of the pennies and the dollars will take care of 
themselves.” 

Horse feathers! 

Straws very often do not show which way the wind blows 
at all. There may be no wind or there may be a pocket in 
the air or a whirlwind. 

And you can take care of the pennies and end up with a 
couple of thousand dollars in a savings bank that fails while 
some smart guy is out using his brains and his driving power 
to add one dollar upon another. 

Yet fine women, intelligent women, women capable of big 
things, are humbugged over and over [Continued on page 112] 
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With “Drawings 
from Life 
“By FARLEY 


ENNIS STIVERS 


HEN Avis Clayton was born, her 
parents looked at her and said, 
“Isn't she beautiful?” They were 


quite wrong, too. She wasn’t beautiful at all 

Her parents however seemed to like the 
sound of those words, “Isn't she beautiful?’ 
and they said them on an average of six 
times a day from that moment on. 

By the time that Avis was three she had 
begun to take an interest in the meaning 
of this ecstatic exclamation. At four she 
believed it implicitly and by the time she 
was sixteen there was no standing the 
girl. But by that time her parents were 
right. She was beautiful. 

Now, if Avis had had an unappreciative mother and father 
she might have been a decent sort but as it happened she was 
terribly spoiled. Her parents pampered her and did all in 
their power to make her believe that the world had been 
created for her special benefit and that people were on earth 
merely because sometime she might need them. 

If the Claytons had been worth millions of dollars perhaps 
this lovely theory would never have been exploded. But the 
Claytons were not even worth thousands. John Clayton was 
a lawyer. Not one of these brilliant lawyers who are known 
from coast to coast. He was simply honest, capable and in- 
telligent but without a flash of genius and certainly he was 
no outstanding figure on this little Manhattan Island. 

Still Avis was taught to expect the best. Everything was 
unimportant before her whims and fancies. If she desired a 
squirrel-trimmed coat somehow it was managed so that the 
senior Claytons could exclaim in rapturous unison, “Isn’t she 
beautiful!” 


OW you know Avis wasn’t to blame for being the sort of 

girl you'd like to choke. She had been reared to believe 
that she came first in everything and if she had learned her 
lesson well surely it was those charming, fool parents of hers 
who were to blame. 

Avis was seventeen when her mother died. It was heart 
trouble that took her away. Avis was deeply wounded and 
shocked. She had a firm conviction that the powers that 
be had made a mistake. Surely they were going pretty far 
when they dared to cause Avis Clayton any grief. 

She was somewhat stunned when a year later her father 
hurried to join her mother. She could not realize that she 
was alone in the world. It was unthinkable! Why, who would 
love her? Who would see that she got everything that she 
had learned to expect? 

A lawyer friend of John Clayton’s explained to Avis that 
she was now the familiar “penniless orphan.” 

“Your father did fairly well,” he said, “but, Avis, you have 
no notion vf what it costs to live and support a family. This 
suit I'm wearing is nothing unusual but it cost me a hundred 
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Ghe Story of a Girl Who Chought Money 


Was a Good Substitute for Love 


By VINA 


dollars. My wife’s hats cost between ten and twenty dollars. 
The maid’s salary is high. Money leaks out nowadays. 
hope you’re not feeling bitter toward your father because 
he was unable to leave you anything.” 

“Avis assured him that she was not. She walked thought- 
fully from the office. There was a mist of tears making a 
blur of the tall buildings and of the people who hurried past. 
Her father, it occurred to her, had not bought suits that cost 
a hundred dollars nor had her mother known what a smart 
hat looked like. There had been a woman to do the heavy 
work but no permanent maid until her mother’s last illness. 

Avis looked down at her black dress. It had been bought 
at the time of her mother’s death. It was of the best material 
and fitted with rare perfection. It was one of six that she 


t was a charming 
house and 
Avis could see that 
Gilbert was im- 


sz 


pressed by its quaint 
grandness. He went 
away looking 

thoughtful 


Ghat cAmazing ‘Young Author of “SBAD GIRL” 


DELMAR 


had ordered. For the first time it seemed to her that this 
had been wicked extravagance. 

Avis sold the furnishings of her house. The furniture had 
little value. It was neither old enough nor new enough tc 
arouse a dealer’s interest. A neighbor who was moving to 
larger quarters took the entire effects for two hundred dollars. 


AVING this bit of money made Avis feel independent 
enough to refuse an invitation from a married cousin of 
The cousin asked her to come and stay till she found 
a position. Considering that Avis was not fitted for any 
position at all this was indeed a generous offer. But the 
penniless orphan, being Avis Clayton, did not relish the idea 
of moving uptown and sharing a room with a rollicking twelve- 
year-old girl. She intended to go live in some nice, quiet 
rooming house and pay her way in the world. She had no 
doubt that shortly she would have a pleasant, well-paying 
position with easy hours. 

Cousin Laura was not so optimistic concerning Avis’s future 
success in the business world. She reasoned that two hundred 
dollars would flow easily from a practiced hand and that 
after it was gone, Avis would certainly not have the courage 
to come to her for help in view of the fact that her invitation 
had been declined in more promising days. 

Poor Cousin Laura did not know the psychology of the 
spoiled child so her invitation which had at first come in the 
form of a kindly suggestion shortly took on the tone of a 
command. Avis had the feeling that in another moment 
she would be bundled up and taken to Cousin Laura’s house 
whether she would or 
no. At last she went 
without physical force. 


AURA had an 

apartment on 
upper Broadway. It 
was nicely furnished 
and pleasantly airy. 
Laura’s husband held 
some sort of position 
downtown which was 
always a little vague 
to Avis. It brought 
him home six 
o'clock every evening 
and the salary was 
doubtless an adequate 
one for the family, 
which included the 
rollicking twelve-year- 
old and a boy of five, 
were well-dressed and 
cheerful. 

Laura advised her 
young cousin not to 
think about a posi- 
tion for two or three 
months. Avis was just to be comfortable and as content 
as her recent loss would permit her to be. Avis, not being 
the vigorous type, wholeheartedly adopted her suggestion. 

When a month had passed she was still breakfasting 
in a kimono at ten o’clock in the morning and reading 
with rather arr amused gaze the want ad section of the 


Paper. ¥ 
Laura never said a word about this lack of ambition. 


hers. 
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listened 


no longer to his 
wiser nature. He 
asked Avis to marry 
him—and his voice 
held all the ro- 
mance of all time 


She was very kind to Avis but Avis 
was not contented in the apartment. 
She was unaccustomed to children 
and they made her nervous. Laura’s 
friends, she found stuffy and not 
worth cultivating. It irritated Avis 
to see Laura subtly arranging that 
her home Should permanently be 
with her. What Laura could have 
wanted of Avis is a question. Per- 
haps Laura was just one of those 
wonderful, unselfish women one hears 
about at times. 


T WAS through her that Avis met 

Gilbert Trent. He was tall and 
good looking. He had a pleasing 
personality but Avis was not smitten 
with him as, Laura found the time 
to whisper, a dozen girls had been 
Avis was too busy admiring herself 
to see that Gilbert Trent was unusual 
in as much as he wore his hand- 
someness with a careless, unself- 
conscious ease which she would have 
done well to imitate. 

Gilbert had originally been brought 
to Laura’s house by a mutual friend 
and had formed the habit of drop- 
ping in occasionally. When his eyes 
met Avis’s, the conviction gripped 
her that he would now drop in more 
frequently than ever. Surely there 
had been a spark of interest and 
surprise in his eyes. Avis was 
pleased and her vanity purred so 
happily that she was moved to give 
Gilbert Trent a few kind words. 

They were together in the living 
room of the apartment. Laura had 
gone to the kitchen to prepare an 
after-school snack for the little girl. 
There was a book on the table which 
Avis had read the previous evening 
and for the sole purpose of making 
conversation she asked Gilbert if he 
had read it. 

“Yes,” he replied, “I -read it last 


week.” 

“What did you think of it? Didn’t you like it a lot?” she said. 

“I thought it ridiculous,” he said. “The whole plot hinges 
on the fact that a man falls in love with a girl at first sight.” 

“I don’t think that’s ridiculous,” Avis said. 

Gilbert Trent turned.his dazzling smile upon her. “I don’t 
think so myself any more,” he said. 

Avis dropped her eyes. Heavens, this man was certainly 
not a waster of time! 

“Your lashes are lovely and silky,” he said. “They look 
beautiful against your cheeks but I think I’d rather see your 
eyes. 

Avis arose purposefully. “Come, let’s ask Laura if we may 


have some tea. I think she is in the kitchen now.” 

After Gilbert had gone, Laura told Avis all about him. 
He was only twenty-three and the son of wealthy parents. 
He had an extremely fine voice and was in New York studying. 

“What does he study for if they’re so wealthy?” Avis asked. 

“Hobby, I suppose,” said Laura. “The Kingsleys told me 
that the Trents have plenty of money.” 

Can you picture Avis with this bit of information hugged 
close to her bosom? Here was a young and handsome man 
with plenty of money and he obviously admired her. She 
thought of yachts on dreamy, distant seas. She saw wonderful 
old gardens and glistening, long motor cars awaiting her 
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Anis glowed with 
a pride, knowing that 

Gilbert loved her. 
But she suffered a 
pang of regret that 
she was missing the 
thrill that a girl 
ought to feel in this 
moment of her life 


that Laura immediately saw 
the truth. She permitted 
Avis to entertain Gilbert 
which she did with much re- 
vealing of silky lashes and 
turnings of a lovely profile. 


known to an eighteen-year- 
old were certainly over- 
worked that day. 


HE details of how a 

proposal was _ brought 
about can be spared you. 
The method was a shameful 
mess of wistful expressions, 
appealing sighs and piquant 
hats. Gilbert loved Avis. A 
more obtuse girl than she 
could have seen it in his eyes 
and heard it in his voice. 
She knew that he was trying 
to hold himself out of an en- 
gagement until his studies 
were over but she did not 
will it that way. Her glis- 
tening dreams had made 
Laura’s apartment an un- 
bearable place. 

At last Gilbert listened no 
more to the voice of his 
wiser nature. He succumbed. 
He asked Avis to marry him. 

They were alone in the 
music room of Laura’s apart- 
ment. The rosy glow of the 
piano lamp made Gilbert's 
face so handsome that Avis 
glowed with pride knowing 
that he loved her. His voice 
held all the romance of all 
time. It simply throbbed 
with love and devotion. Avis 
suffered a pang of regret that 
she was missing the thrill 
that a girl ought to feel in 
this moment of her life. 
That was her only emotion. 


pleasure. Visions of frocks and hats direct from Paris ran 
riot in her brain. Europe, Newport, Palm Beach. She tossed 
upon her bed, delirious with pictures of what she might 
shortly possess. Oh, how could she bear working in a stuffy 
office when a proposal from Gilbert Trent could so easily be 
forced. Terrible, wasn’t she? But give a thought to those 
departed souls who meant so well and did so badly. You 
can’t pour poison into a jar and make it turn into sweet milk. 
It can’t be done. 

Gilbert Trent came to the apartment again next day. He 
tried to look so casual and made such a stupid, lengthy 
explanation of how he happened to drop in so soon again 


She promised Gilbert that 
she would marry him. Gilbert kissed her with a tender, 
gentle thankfulness. He was anxious to talk then of their plans. 


E WANTED her to go upstate with him to visit his 

parents but Avis was nobody’s fool. She thought of his 
family objecting to her penniless state and had visions of his 
mother seeing through her little scheme. 

They were married the next day. Only Laura was present 
at the ceremony. After it was over, Gilbert and Avis took 
the train for the home of the Trents. Avis felt exultant, well 
pleased with her day’s work. Gilbert was insanely happy. 

When they left the train at Gilbert’s [Continued on page 98] 
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SBy 
CORNELL WOOLRICH 


‘Who ‘Wrote nN O aw 


“Girls, We're “Wise to Sou” 


There are as many different lines as there are girls. Just as no two girls 
of different complexions would think of using the same lipstick, no two 
girls of different personality would think of using the same line on boys. 

There are the fast workers and there are ones who go slowly and get there 
just the same. There are the ones that begin calling you by your first name five 
minutes after they meet you. Occasionally they suffer a lapse of memory and 
call you by some one else’s first name, but it’s all in the game. 


r I ‘HE most interesting thing about meeting a girl is to listen to her line. 


UT the slow ones are more deadly in the end. “Don’t call me Myrtle. Why, 
I’ve only known you a week.” And of course you think, “How girlish. How 
sweet. Now there’s some one worth cultivating.” Which is exactly what she 
wanted you to think. Their technique is that of the clinging vine, which as old 
as it is, has always brought results and always will. 

Men love to think they’re protecting a girl. The clinging vine is usually 
blonde. She is the type who gets carried from the taxi to the doorway when it’s 
raining. Down at the beach she wades into the surf up to her ankles and gives 
playful little screams and stands there looking cute and helpless, and the boys 
love to teach her how to swim. She probably won cups for her swimming in 
high school, but what they don’t know won’t hurt them. 

If there is a good-looking lifeguard at hand she will probably fall off the 
raft sometime during the afternoon and he is hers for the rest of the summer. 
Or else she will step on a clam-shell and he will carry her back to her hotel in 
his manly arms, and on the way she will tell him how wonderful it must be to 
be tattooed the way he is, and did it hurt much? 

One of her most appealing stunts is undoing your necktie and fixing it over to 
suit herself, always a mute but effective piece of flattery. There really was 
nothing the matter with the tie in the first place but she wants to show you she’s 
taking an interest in you. 

Or else she twists her finger around the top button of your coat when she is 
talking to you and gives you a baby stare. Or if you happen to be wearing a 
handkerchief in your breast pocket, she fusses with it and arranges it so it will 
show to the best advantage. This makes you feel like a million dollars and 


doesn’t cost her a cent. 


4 by far the most important item of her technique is asking questions. She 
likes to fall back on your superior masculine judgment and intelligence. She 
is all frills and femininity. If she notices an electric sign she loves to have you 
tell her what makes it go off and on like that. She probably isn’t listening while 
you are explaining but that’s beside the point. All that’s necessary is for her to 
be a clinging vine and ask questions. 

Quite different in every respect is the tomboy type, the girl who wants you to 
think she is just a pal to you. She calls you “old dear” and usua!ly*has a boy’s 
nickname herself, like Teddy or Bobbie or Frankie. She is always the center 
of a crowd, so her line is used wholesale instead of on just one at a time. 

She brings her ukulele down to the beach in the summer and starts singing 
bees to the annoyance of older people. She frankly admits that she is a good 
swimmer or skater and challenges you to a race. 

She usually wins too. And she is always right about everything; there is no 
arguing with her. The clinging vine never contradicts you, even when she 
knows you are wrong, but the just-pal type loves to show you she is more 
clever than you are. Her line is not half as effective in the end. Because the 
fluffy little things that can blink their eyes and don’t even know who’s running 
for president are always ahead of her. 


Plcctrots of girls wrote to HERE is the girl who tells you what good times she is always having. 
Cornell Woolrich following the by two and you're — to the 
publication of his article in her own best press agent. So an | so is wonderful to her, can’t spend enoug 
September SMARTSET. It looks of his money. Somehow she always has such a dandy time when she’s with him. 
ay ary irl = Gent moa And he’s not the only one. Every time she decides to go out anywhere, five 
as if the girts are wise to or six are killed in the rush. She’s been here and she’s been there, she’s been 
Cornell and in another part of everywhere. Mention any show and she’s seen it at least three times with 
this issue we are printing some three different boys. 
of their letters. Maybe that’s Or mention any high-hat club. Oh, yes, of course she’s been there, that was 


the place where Freddy was so funny the night they [Continued on page 102) 


why he sailed away to Spain 
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Mc arre perrsistent creatures. They have developed a system whereby 


they first fasten their eyes upon a girl, decide whether they want to 

marry her, whether they want to kiss her, and proceed from that point 
into what is technically known as their line. The lines vary according to their 
intentions. 

At the age of eighteen, I had men in neat little pigeonholes. I had them 
classified as: 

THE Woman Harter. Contemptuous. Aloof. 

THE FLATTERER. He tells you about your beautiful eyes, gorgeous hair, bril- 
liant mind. 

Tue SPENDTHRIFT. He buys you everything in sight and presses you to name 
your desires. Usually over forty. 

Tue Impresser. He talks at length about things you don’t understand, and 
don’t want to. He tells you about his experiences in foreign countries, about the 
women who have been in love with him. 

Tue Cave Man. His approach resembles a tornado. It is calculated to sweep 
you off your feet. 

THE SopHIsTIcATE. He knows the world, knows women, knows love. Is will- 
ing, nay, eager, to teach you everything he knows that you don’t know. 


T WAS at the tender age of nine that I began learning lines. I had long curls. 

They had a fascination for a red-headed boy named Cecil. He yanked my 
curls. As a result, I did cute little things like snatching his cap from his head 
plus an aching head and the conviction that Cecil hated me. 

In my heart, I was moved to admiration for the male who could resist those 
curls. As a result, I did cute little things like snatching his cap from.his head 
and throwing it in the dirt, banging him playfully over the head with a thick 
textbook, and other ladylike things. 

The desired effect was that Cecil chased me and pulled my curls again. I 
developed a positive affection for this young savage, because I was deluded into 
thinking that he was woman proof. 

The first illusion shattered! The beginning of wisdom! One day when I was 
light-heartedly jouncing on a seesaw, a young ally of Cecil’s planted himself in 
front of me and bellowed, “You're Cecil’s gur-rul! Cecil is nuts’—pardon me, it 
was his expression—“about you!” I thrilled with delicious fear. Cecil would 
pound the daylights out of him for that. I looked at Cecil. He was busily digging 
a hole in the ground with the heel of his shoe and he wore a pleased expression. 
He had, beyond a doubt, sent the ambassador. I realized, dimly, that Cecil was 
not all he pretended to be. He fostered the belief that he held women in con- 
tempt and it was all a lot of hooey. 


RANCIS was a combination briber and cave man. He was a never failing 
source of candy and chewing gum. I watched him with a wary eye. 
began to suspect his daily gift of a box of candy filched from his mother’s 

sweet shop. Sure enough, Francis was not to be trusted. 

One dark night, during a hilarious game of tag, he cornered me between a 
hydrangea bush and the wall of my house and kissed me on the nose. He 
wouldn’t have kissed my nose, but I jerked, and his aim was spoiled. He 
had a slap and I had another link in my distrust bracelet. ; 

I noticed that when dad wanted wheat cakes for breakfast and I wanted 
muffins, dad got his wheat cakes by the simple expedient of telling mother she 
was the prettiest thing in the world and he loved the way her hair grew off her 
forehead. Dad was a flatterer. 

In my freshman year at high school, I took physical geography. The subject 
represented only two big words to me and an escape from the antagonistic glare 
of the ancient history teacher, who disliked me because I went to sleep in her 
algebra class three days out of four. 

At the end of the semester, physical geography was still two big words to me. 
I left the class with my textbooks new and shiny and unthumbed because a 
tall, lanky boy sitting behind me did my lab work and posted me on the 
important points of the next day’s lesson to impress. me with his knowledge of 
a subject which was beyond my poor powers of comprehension. 

Each time I turned to stare at Streeter, who was the current crush, I found 
Sherwood intensely interested in the back of my neck. Getting through that 
class cost me an invitation from Sherwood to come [Continued on page 108] 
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I; boys aren’t more original 
than this young lady author 
gives them credit for they 
ought to be ashamed of them- 
selves. She has all men grouped 
and classed and neatly pigeon- 
holed. Can it be possible that 
men are so unoriginal as Miss 
Wilde makes them out? What 
do you readers think? 
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the Ritz. He had looked at his watch a few blocks 

farther up the avenue and had found that he was a 
trifle late for his appointment with Doris. So he had quick- 
ened his steps and his heart was now pounding away at an 
alarming rate. This symptom was a disturbing reminder of 
something he had been trying to forget all morning. He was 
no longer a young man! 

He forgot all this when he spied Doris. Her slim beauty 
gave him a warming glow. He liked the patrician poise of 
her head, the indefinable air of aristocratic aloofness with 
which she seemed to be surveying the animated scene around 


A tee LACY was puffing audibly as he hurried into 
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her. She was only twenty-two but he felt that she had the 
bearing and the serene aplomb of a seasoned woman of the 
world. Her face brightened when he came up to her. 

“My dear, you're late,” she said. “I’ve been waiting for 
you for ages.” 

The “my dear” thrilled him. He pressed her slim soft hand 
and murmured apologies. He turned quickly at the sound 
of another voice. 

“Dear Mr. Lacy,” it was saying, “can you possibly spare 
me just the tiniest wee minute?” 

It was a thin, childish voice and it sounded absurd when 
one observed its possessor, a middle-aged woman with a fat, 
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cA eMatinee Jdol Who Learned About Youth and “Romance 
qn an “Act “Played Off the Stage 


By JOHN PETER TOOHEY 


flabby face. 
Doris. 

“I can spare just that much time, Mrs. Sinton,” he said. 

“T’m so glad I happened to see you,” she rattled on. “You 
see, my committee of the Seven Arts Club is giving a tea at 
the Plaza a week from next Friday afternoon and I’ve been 
delegated to invite you to be the guest of honor. We'd like 
you to give us a stimulating little talk on ‘The Newer 
Dramatists’ or something equally up to date and provocative. 
Just ten or fifteen minutes. I just won’t take no for an 
answer so there’s no use in your making excuses.” 

“I’m afraid I'll have to,” he replied. “The demands upon 


Mr. Lacy shuddered as he detached himself from 
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my time will not permit any engagements of that sort. I’m 
preparing for my new play and the rehearsals begin very 
shortly. Really, it’s quite out of the question.” 

“Oh, you stars,’ she pouted. “You're all so difficult, al- 
ways rehearsing or what not. Please think it over. I'll call 
you up tomorrow. I haven't heard much about the new play 
I suppose you'll be the great lover again and break all our 
hearts just as you always do.” 

He caught a dancing gleam of merriment in Doris’s eyes 
and the situation became intolerable. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “It’s impossible, quite impossible 
Good afternoon.” 
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With Drawings from Life 
By L. BENSON 


Mrs. Sinton turned reluctantly away and Doris started to laugh. 

“You seem to give the old girls quite a thrill,” she remarked. 

“It’s nonsensical, positively nonsensical,” he replied. “Old dodder- 
ing dowagers. I wish they'd stop annoying me. Their self- 
conceit is colossal.” 

It was pleasant to contemplate Doris’s fresh beauty as he 
walked by her side up the steps that led to the main restaurant. 
Once more he was the irrepressible “Arnie,” the gay youth 
whose persuasive charm had so early won him a place in the 
affections of New York theater goers and whose conquests 
had been so easy that he had sometimes been ashamed of 
his facility in such matters. 

Their entrance into the dining room stirred up a 
buzz of comment. He nodded to the right and left 
at friends and acquaintances at the various tables. 
There were gleams of recognition, too, from people 
he did not know personally. He could see céuples 
nudging one another at his approach and some of 
the women stared at him quite frankly. This 
offstage recognition gave him an inner satisfaction 
far greater than the tribute of applause which he 
was accustomed to receive in the theater. He felt 
that it stamped him more definitely as a celebrity. 


HEY were shown to a table on the raised 

tier and he revelled in Doris’s nearness as 
luncheon was served. Their conversation was 
inconsequential frivolous chatter but he felt that 
she was intensely interested in him and he was 
convinced that her interest might easily quicken 
into real affection if properly nurtured. It was just 
after the coffee had been served that she grasped 
him suddenly by the arm. 

“There’s a girl over there who is just dying to 
have you turn her way,” she remarked. “She's 
been looking over here for five minutes. Over there 
at that table just beyond the woman with the white 
hair. No, not that way, stupid, over there, the girl 
with the blue hat.” 

He turned and gasped as he caught sight of the girl 
in the blue hat. She nodded with a gay smile, then 
arose and came towards them eagerly. She was a 
vigorous, excessively alive sort of 
girl in a sport suit and she threaded 
her way through the tables with a 
careless air of self-assurance that 
set her down as a young person 
whose feet were definitely and de- 
cisively on the ground at all times. 
Doris was amused at her com- 
panion’s obvious embarrassment. 

“Another fair charmer enters the 
lists,” she said. “I congratulate 
you. She’s really very attractive.” 

Arnold Lacy hardly heard her. 
He had arisen to greet the girl in 
the blue hat who had come for- 
ward with outstretched hands. He 
took them both as she leaned for- 
ward and kissed him on the cheek. 

“Fancy meeting you here,” she 
cried. “I'll answer before you ask 
me what I’m doing in town. One 
of the girls at Miss Playfair’s is 
down with diphtheria and we’ve all 


rnold was in the 
A throes of an elabo- 
rate ceremonial—prepa- 
ration for his midday ap- 


pearance on Fifth Avenue 


been 
packed 
home for 
three weeks like 
a lot of children. 
I just got in an hour ago. 
I called you up but Jackson said 
you were out. I was famished and I came here 
for a bite. I don’t want to intrude. Ill see you 
Tater.” 

She cast an appraising eye on his companion and 
half turned as if to go. The amenities demanded 
an introduction. A glance at Doris told him that 
she was expecting it. He coughed nervously and 
turned towards her. His throat contracted slightly 
as he spoke. 

“Miss Melrose,” he said, “I want you to meet my 
daughter Ruth.” 
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Arnold braced himself and 
rose to his feet. “My dears, it’s 
dad,’’ Ruth gasped 


“old dear”? It was most annoying. The girls chattered on. Mr. Lacy 
found himself completely ignored and his annoyance grew. He was glad 
when Ruth got up to return to her school chum at the other table. 
‘Butterfield 3900,” she was saying. “I'll call you up tomorrow morn- 
ing. Ta-ta, dad. See you at dinner.” 
The “dad” disturbed him more than the “old dear.” Doris had 
known of his marriage and of his wife’s death, but he had 
never mentioned Ruth. And now the cat was out of the bag 
as the result of a chance meeting! He found himself 
blushing again and inwardly cursed himself for looking 
the perfect ass that he felt himself to be. Doris broke 
the embarrassed silence. 
“She’s really a most charming skeleton,” she said. 
“She’d adorn any one’s closet. I like her enormously.” 
% “I’m glad you approve,” he stammered. “I meant to 
tell you, you know, sometime.” 
“Oh, no, you didn’t, my dear. You were hoping 
that perhaps I’d never find out. You were afraid 
that if you sprang a grown-up daughter on me I'd 
think you older than you fancy I think you. As 
a matter of fact I haven’t any illusions about your 
age at all. Don’t be alarmed. I haven’t looked 
you up in ‘Who’s Who’ and I don’t intend to. 
You might have told me about her weeks ago 
with perfect safety. It doesn’t matter in the least 
Please try not to be silly about it.” 


IS self-possession returned with this frank as- 
surance. He took her home in a taxi and 
as she said good-by she permitted her hand to 
linger in his own a second or two longer than was 
her wont. He counted such trifling experiences as 
events of enormous importance and the memory of 
this one comforted him all afternoon. Ruth arrived 
at the apartment just before dinner. Her first re- 
mark brought back his mood of irritation. 

“So we've fallen for flaming youth,” she chuckled. 
“Tt’s a bad sign, old dear. It means you've reached 
the dangerous age.” 

“Oh, shut up,” he snapped, “and don’t call me old 

dear. I despise that expression.” 

“But you are an old dear, dearest,” she persisted. She 
jumped to her feet and threw her 
arms around him. “Just the dear- 
est old dear in the world and if 
you want to have a last little fling 
with Doris, your daughter won't 
tease you any more. She'll aid and 

abet you if it'll do any good and 

make you feel any younger.” 

He felt ridiculous again as he 
wriggled out of her embrace. 

“I don’t require any assistance, 
thank you,” he said. “And I don’t 
feel the need of feeling any 


TONS ie younger. I’m quite young enough. 
I'll trouble you to leave my age 


He 
fancied 
there was 
a touch of 
mockery in the 
smile which Doris 


turned on him over the : «9 out of this.” 
a: shoulder of Ruth. H Y She caught a strange tremulous 
ee “Sit down,” she commanded. ‘ note in his voice. 
ae < “You look utterly ridiculous stand- “I'm sorry, dad,” she said. 
ing there.” , “You're right. I didn’t understand. 


Sit down here and tell me all about 


He felt ridiculous. He could feel his cheeks tingling from 
a sudden rush of blood. He sat down. Doris pressed Ruth 
into a vacant chair. 

“You don’t mind my calling your father ridiculous, do 
you?” she inquired. 

“Mind?” echoed the other. “I adore it. He really is 
ridiculous at times. I’m glad that some one besides myself 
has gumption enough to tell him so, but he’s an old dear, a 
really, a delightful old dear.” 

She squeezed his arm. He pulled it away with a petulant 
shrug of the shoulders. Why did she persist in calling him 


her.’ 
He [Continued on page 115] 


Id? A man was only 

as old as he felt. 

There was always an- 

other romance just 
around the corner 
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“Drawing 
“By 
JosePH L. SABO 


“I'VE noticed,” said my 
soune friend, a serious 

student of sociology, 
“that in most cases of di- 
vorce the pairs are so mis- 
mated that it seems impos- 
sible they ever could have 
married. One is always the 
offender, entirely in the 
wrong. The other is always 
in the right. I suppose it 
has to be that way for one 
to get the divorce.” 

A newspaper man, a bene- 
dict of long standing, was 
taking lunch with us. He 
grinned. “My boy,” he said, 
“you have yet to learn that 


WO 


giving pinocle parties with 
her grudging consent. She 
hated the smoking and loud 
talk but at first she made 
no complaint but presently 
she began to complain con- 
stantly to him and _ finally 
snubbed his friends openly. 
His resentment was aroused 
and resentment is the invari- 
able precursor of retaliation. 
Where he had tabooed drink- 
ing at the parties until now. 
thenceforth he supplied liquid 
refreshment bountifully. 
When his wife told him if he 
insisted on such diversions, 
he could entertain his gang 
outside their home, he and 


in any phase of matrimony 
what they “By CHARLES A. the “gang” adjourned to a 


seem, beginning with the 


friendly speak-easy which 
masqueraded as a_neighbor- 


courtship and ending when O 
the decree is finally signed.” B E R WA G E R hood club. Here there was 


no objection to gambling and 


A little earlier there had 
Dormer Magistrate of the City of New York shouting and drinking It 


been before me a man 
charged by his wife with 

nearly all the derelictions possible even in this age of hectic 
matrimony. He drank, gambled, ran about with other women, 
quarreled constantly and was so abusive when she found fault 
that she had finally come to court for relief. 

Although recess had intervened before we heard his defense 
there was no doubt but that this woman had told the truth. 
She was obviously a self-respecting person and, according to 
her neighbors, an exceptional wife in every respect. 


> AKE this case,” the student said. “Here is a woman 

above reproach, a woman whose only thought has been 
her husband’s comfort and welfare. She says although he 
seemed a bit irresponsible before they were married, he 
promised to mend his ways. There was a definite agreement. 
Even in matrimony it takes two to make a bargain.” 

“And also two to make a divorce,” retaliated the scribe. 
‘Marriage in a case that comes to this has been a continued 
warfare, starting with disagreements, passing on to chronic 
dissension and then growing into a finish fight. And the one 
who puts the finishing touches to the row isn’t always the 
one who started it! I'll bet even this case will prove it.” 

It developed later under careful questioning that this pair 
had fallen in love at a church bazaar where the wife had 
been an aide and the husband a chance visitor. Probably the 
attraction of opposites was to blame. As their romance rip- 
ened she objected to his smoking, drinking and card playing. 
To please her he promised to taper off. He did moderate 
his habits and she was tolerant, and for a while they were 
radiantly happy. 

But with the waning of the honeymoon she began to take 
a renewed interest in her church affairs. He, more on his 
own resources, began to turn to the old habits. He had been 
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should be easy for any one 
to fill in the rest of the story. Away from her watchful eye 
he saw no reason for moderation. By the time she realized 
that he had reverted to the vices of his bachelor days it was 
too late for her to reapply the brakes. He had reached the 
point where he didn’t care what she thought. Gradually, he 
had become guilty of all the infractions she charged. He didn't 
bother to make denial. He only explained why. 

That is the case. Some no doubt will still agree with the 
serious student, though more I believe will see reason in the 
argument of the scribe. In the final act of this domestic 
drama the husband was the offender. Yet who can say that 
the wife was not at fault? 


i THE final analysis, neither was to blame. They had 
both been fooled by that strange influence that seems to 
enwrap most lovers. Each feels sure that the love of the 
other for him or her will bring tolerance for their short- 
comings. That is the fiber of love’s young dream. Without 
it probably there would be few marriages. But when they 
awake from that dream, the married pair discovers that the 
instincts, the habits, the frailties of a lifetime are not to be 
set aside permanently by a love which is ephemeral. Neither 
is to blame for this inevitable awakening but one of the pair 
is to blame when he or she enthrones personal opinion and 
stands stubbornly against any compromise with the convictions 
of the other. 

It is true that in every serious case of marital discord one 
stands out as the transgressor, the other as the victim. The 
world condemns the one, gives sympathy to the other. Unfor- 
tunately the world does not get behind the scenes. We hear 
only of the offenses which furnish grounds for the divorce. 
We do not see that these acts are usually a result not a cause 
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cA ?ommon-sense Analysis By a Man 
Who Has Sat in fudgment 
On Hundreds of Cases of Marital Discord 


of the strife between the pair. Infidelity, cruelty, and all the 
high crimes of wedlock are but the terminus of a long high- 
way rutted deeply with marital differences. which grow worse 
and worse as the pair travel on. To place the blame for the 
outcome one should get back to the starting point. I have 
done that in a great many cases and I have reached the 
conclusion that seldom does the responsibility rest alone on 
the offender, but that most often it rests negatively upon the 
one who seems altogether in the right. 


IVORCE is on the increase and in most cases it is the 

husband who appears in the role of offender. That, of 
course, is far from prov- 
ing that husbands are 
most often to blame. For 
instance, in those states 
in which infidelity is the 
only ground for divorce, 
it is quite the usual 
thing for the husband to 
accept the stigma, not 
because he is guilty but 
because he is a good 
sport. 


VEN in those cases 

where the charge is 
not so serious, more often 
than not the blameless 
are wholly or chiefly to 
blame. It is undeni- 
able that men more 
often than women trans- 
gress in big ways. 
Woman unquestionably 
does have a higher, more 
rigid moral code than 
man. She does not 
transgress so often in 
any of the things seri- 
ous enough to warrant 
divorce under our laws, 


man the more intolerant she is of her husband’s remissions. 

Not long ago a prominent divorce lawyer made the assertion 
that except for the righteous husbands and wives, the divorce 
mills would soon have to shut down. He didn’t mean that 
this is so because the righteous ones bring the suits. He meant 
that in addition to making the final move, they very often were 
chiefly responsible for the remissions of the accused. With- 
out their influence there would have been no transgressions; 
without the transgressions, no divorce. 

He was doubly right. Men and women of sterling character 
take mates of whose thoughts and actions they definitely 
disapprove. Then, once safely married, they attempt to 

mould the unregenerate 
‘) +ones to their own higher 
standard of conduct. It 
never occurs to right- 
eous persons to try and 
shape their own ideas in 
the other direction. In- 
dubitably they are good. 


Even the unrighteous 
mate knows they are 
good. If the latter 


doesn’t fully realize this, 
the righteous mate will 
seldom cease reminding 
the other of it. 


REMEMBER one re- 

calcitrant husband 
haled to court by his 
wife. She wanted him 
forced into goodness. Her 
chief worry seemed not 
about herself but about 
his future. 

He didn’t deny that 
he went to sprees fre- 
quently, that he lost his 
temper and raised ter- 
rible rows. “But good 
heavens, Judge,” he ex- 
“=J plained, “she drives me 


but she does supply most \ 


to it. I’m just a man, 


of the _ contributing 
causes; the intolerance, 
the dissension, the nag- 
ging. There is a psy- 
chological _ explanation. 
Because of the repres- 
sions and_ restrictions 
which have hampered 
their sex, women undeni- 
ably are more prone 
than men to magnify 
petty vices until they 
take on the aspect of big 
transgressions. And the 
more upright the wo- 


} every serious case of marital discord one party 
stands out as the transgressor, the other as the victim. 
The world condemns the one, gives sympathy to the 
other. Unfortunately the world does not get behind the 
scenes. We hear only of the aggravated offenses 
which furnish grounds for the separation or divorce. 
We do not see that these acts are usually a result not 
a cause of the strife between the pair. 

Some day, perhaps, when the world puts aside the 
hypocrisies which go arm in arm with the traditions 
of wedlock, society will be ready to admit that the so- 
called guiltless in wedlock are more often the guilty 
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not an angel. I tried to 
be nice but everything I 
wanted to do was wrong. 

“I let her do as she 
pleased. She used to 
have crowds of females 
from her church at the 
house and supper would 
be late. I didn’t kick, 
not until she raised a 
rumpus every time she 
smelled a drink on my 
breath, or kept up a 


[Continued on page 118] 
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Complete Synopsis of What Glas Happened So Gar 


AVID HAMMOND never dreamed of days two thousand 

years ago, nor of an ardent young Roman citizen named 
Manus, who might have been David himself. Nor did Ralph 
Carey ever dream that dream, nor his man servant, Bertrand, 
nor Lila Golden. As she tapped her typewriter, Lila thought 
of David. But if they had all dreamed the same dream, they 
would have seen a Roman slave market, where Manus pur- 
chased a beautiful slave maiden, Xonia, for his master, Sirius, 
a rich, indolent Roman. Xonia looked at Manus wistfully. 
He looked wistfully at her, but he was Sirius’s servant and the 
delights of soft-living were dear to him. The dream became 
an orgy in which arose only the figure of the girl’s father, a 
Gaul, trying to save his daughter, but he was crucified for his 
offense. 


AVID HAMMOND was secretary to Ralph Carey, a great 
London magnate. Think of the privileges of such a 
position, he said to Lila who would ask if it were really worth 
while. They would talk things over when they went for outings. 
Of course it was worth while David argued, even if he did 
have to say, “Yes, sir,” to all of the magnate’s wants. Red- 
wood, Carey’s estate was wonderful with its blue swimming 
pool, its exotic flowers and because of the influential guests 
who came there. 

Lila’s and David’s outings were made possible when the 
young man was granted a holiday because Carey was entertain- 
ing the beautiful Cleo Martine. It was on one of these oc- 
casions that Cleo quarreled with Carey and left the great man 
lonely and furious. 

Carey took his fury to his office and all Throgmorton Street 
felt it. David did not even have time to steal away for lunch 
with Lila. He could not tell Carey of his love because Carey 
liked his servants to be single-hearted. 


NE day David saw Lila ascending the steps of the office 

building ahead of Carey and himself. “Did you see that 
girl?” said Carey. For a moment David wanted to answer 
yes, she was his girl, but instead he parried. “Find out if she 
works here,” Carey said. ‘Make her acquaintance and bring 
her to me.” 

David knew what was expected of him. He struggled all 
morning. He ought to tell Carey hands off this time, but he 
didn’t. He told Lila of Carey’s interest in her and before long 
it was arranged that she should go to Carey’s for dinner. Why 
shouldn’t she? Hadn't her David approved? Before the din- 
ner, she sewed all night to make a frock of rose silk and 
dreamed of beautiful gardens, heavy-scented flowers and the 
wonderful blue swimming pool. 


48 


) 


Now You May Go On With Ghe Story 


NE of the girls had lent her an inexpensive painted 
O shawl. They were all most excited, most kind. Their 
kindness and excitement lent her more radiance. She 
bought shoes that she could not afford during her lunch hour at 
a cheap shop where she was known and which would let her 
pay in two instalments. She went by taxicab to the Gros- 
venor Square house. 
“I would fetch you, darling,” David had said, “only it would 
look as if I were perhaps—” 
“I quite understand, darling.” 
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Lita was ascending the broad sweep of the 

beautiful staircase, Carey’s hand very lightly 

under her elbow. She had a feeling of David 

lingering there below, but of course she must 
not look round. 


A Novel 
of a 
Beautiful “Pawn 
In the 


Greatest Game 
In the 
“World 


She only half understood. 

So she came to the Grosvenor 
Square house at eight thirty of 
a summer's evening and for the 
first time in her life was ad- 
mitted to the house by a butler. 

He was not Bertrand, who 
stayed exclusively at Redwood, 
but Carey’s London butler, who 
could tell in a moment, by just 
looking, the social status of 
guests and the value of the 
clothes they wore. The radiance 
of this girl, however, softened 
his appraisal and he handed her 
over to a parlor-maid with ten- 
derness in spite of her painted 
shawl and he took her from the 
parlor-maid again when the 
shawl was shed and led her up- 
stairs. 

“What a staircase!” she 
thought. 

“Miss Golden.” And she was 
walking into a long drawing- 
room magnificent with brocade 
upholsteries and sweet with 
flowers and two men were ad- 
vancing to meet her. 


AVID looked too wonder- 

ful, too handsome, she 
thought, in evening clothes. She 
had never seen him like that be- 
fore. They had rushed into the 
country, he in flannels, she in 
cotton, when they had a chance 
of meeting or they had dined 
cheaply in Soho. She was so 
proud of him that she could 
hardly look at Ralph Carey for a few moments. 

Carey looked at her and knew the savage thrill of pleasure. 
That frock, that rose-colored swathe, was clever. He appreci- 
ated in a glance its trumpery nature but it was clever! And 
she was fresh as a flower, groomed with all the acumen of 
the city girl who manages to be beautiful with all the dice 
loaded against her. 

“Miss Golden,” Carey was saying, “I’m delighted to see 
you. And I think it very charming of you to come, very 
brave of you to come to a strange, bachelor household. We 
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shall do all we can to reassure you. I think you already know 
Mr. Hammond?” 

She was shaking hands with David gravely, just as if they 
had never clasped and kissed and sworn their love. 

Ralph Carey went on, “You did not mind my informality in 
asking you? I am a very informal person, I’m afraid, Miss 
Golden. Also a very busy one and busy men cut preliminaries 
as far as possible.” He smiled. “Sit here, won't you?” 

She was in a corner of a Chesterfield so cushioned that one 
felt no solidity at all, taking a cocktail from the butler, protest- 
ing how exceedingly nice it was of 
Mr. Carey to ask her to dinner. 

He sat down beside her. 

David put himself, in some inex- 
plicable way, out of the picture but 
she thought that was rather clever 
of him. His tact, she thought, was 
ambassadorial 

There was a dinner table such as 
she had seen occasionally on the 
stage but never before in real life. 
Fired by the cocktail, she went on 
to sipping a dry champagne. 

“All girls like champagne I know.” 


ITH his rather bald head, his 

bright, amused eyes, his well- 
fed looking face, and that smile, she 
thought him, as David had described 
him, “Quite a good sort.” 

David sat at the foot of the table; 
she, on Carey’s right hand at the 
head. Mindful of their understand- 
ing, she was careful not only to re- 
frain from speaking often to David 
but from looking at him often. She 
wanted badly to look; he was so 
splendid; she felt so proud to think, 

This is my lover.” But of course 
they had their game to play, each 
other’s game. One would not wish 
to annoy this Mr. Carey. 

Strange foods of melting delicacy, 
the perfume of roses coming to her 
from the center of the table, the 
soft shaded lights making wonderful color of her rose frock, 
of her hair, making gleaming whiteness of her little hands and 
her shoulders, all lent her a new sense of exhilaration. To run 
on the sands with David, to sweep out of town with him in 
his car, to sit with him in the sunset on a cliff top, all this was 
exhilaration, of course, but not the same. But to sit on Carey’s 
right hand at this dinner brought a strange and subtle excite- 
ment, a swift confidence in a golden future. 


saw 


ESSERT. “Peaches from Redwood,” said Carey. “I dare- 

say your friend Mr. Hammond has told you I have a 
little house in the country. The gardens are perfect just now. 
She ought to come down and see the place, hadn’t she, boy?” 

‘Miss Golden would enjoy it I’m sure, sir.” 

“Shall we arrange it?” Carey smiled at Lila. 

She sparkled. “There’s a swimming pool.” 

“A swimming pool. Yes. Do you swim?” 
bright eyes were more than amused. 

She was going to cry, “Mr. Hammond and I spent most of 
last week-end swimming,’ when for the sharply remembered 
reason she checked herself in time. David was leaning for- 
ward, looking at her, a courteous inquiring smile on his face. 

“Surely you do, Miss Golden?” 

She answered David therefore, “Why, yes, Mr. Hammond. 
I love it.” 

“It’s magnificent for the figure,” said Carey. 
swimming does much for mine.” 

She answered quickly, suavely, knowing what pleased men, 
and anxious to please, 

“But you’re a big man, all muscle, aren’t 
you? You surely don’t want to get your 
weight down.” 

Carey was inordinately pleased. “Yes, I’m 
all muscle. Feel.” He tensed his arm and she 
felt it demurely with a delicate touch. “Oh, 
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bottle of per- 
fume, David, in 
a fever of mind, 
his em- 
ployer’s pearls 
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A pucker of anxious vanity sat between his 
“I shall look forward to a swim with you at Red- 


I'm not fat.” 
brows. 
wood.” 

There was a little shiver of glass at the end of the table. 
David's wine spilled and ran towards them slowly in little 
rivulets. David put his right hand under the table and twisted 


his handkerchief about a cut thumb and finger. 

“This glass must have been cracked, sir.” 

“Glass must have been cracked,” Carey repeated peremp- 
torily to the butler. 


“Bring another one.” 

Another’ glass was _ placed 
quickly. Lila looked down the 
table and thought David looked 
pale. She wished they might be 
alone together and wondered if 
he might be going to take her 
home presently. Across this sud- 
den longing thought came Carey’s 
voice: 


rg R. HAMMOND’S a very 

1 busy man, you know, Miss 
Golden. I make a regular slave 
of him.” David laughed correctly. 
“You'll have to excuse him soon 
while he gets on with some very 
important correspondence. You'll 
have to put up with me, I fear.” 

“Oh!” she laughed. 

But she was timid all the same 
at the idea of being left alone 
with Carey, unsure of what 
David would wish her to say. She 
had hoped that he might remain 
with them, even if in the back- 
ground, so that his thoughts 
might wing their way to her sug- 
gesting words. 

“Shall we go upstairs?” Carey 
2 , was asking. The butler was be- 

we hind her chair, ready to move it 

CC for her and she rose. Carey 
C coming alongside gave her arm 
the lightest touch. 
“I want to ask you about 
yourself because I want to know about you.” 

They moved together down the long dining room, across the 
large square hall, David following. 

But at the foot of the staircase David paused. 

“I think, sir, I had better say good night to Miss Golden.” 

“Yes, boy. I’m afraid, Miss Golden, you won't see him 
again tonight. A very busy man, this secretary of mine.” 

Her heart was beating quickly; her hand lay for an instant 
in David’s. He did look pale; out in the fuller light of the 
hall he looked very pale indeed. She felt a fierce little press- 
ure on her hand but he did not look at her. She wished he 
would look with the twinkle of fun in his eyes, that she knew 
so well. 

He was leaving all this responsibility to her, the responsibil- 
ity of pleasing this strange rich man. “Good night,” she said. 

She was ascending the broad sweep of the beautiful stair- 
case, Carey’s hand very lightly under her elbow. She had a 
feeling of David lingering below, gazing after them, but of 
course she must not look round. 


ECAUSE her perceptions ever since she was sixteen and first 

earning her living had been necessarily sharpened more 
acutely year by year, she had learned, rather derisively like 
other girls she knew, her scraps of wisdom about men and their 
ways. Even while one laughed and talked with them, ate their 
dinners, or shared their punts on the river, one opened one’s 
eyes wide, and never let go of caution. One did not trust any 
one of them except, of course, David. But then every lucky 
girl seemed to have just one man of whom she could say, “I’d 
trust him absolutely.” Therefore Lila did not 
trust the bulky man going so eagerly beside her 
up the stairs. The dinner had been exquisite; 
the house was something to dream about; she 
wanted to be motored down to Redwood and 
to swim, but she knew, of course, that she 
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O. the dresser before her lay Carey’s pearls, a string of pearls more 


beautiful than she knew. She not only looked, but felt lovely—and she 
sighed a little over the sheer delights of luxury 


must not trust him for rich men like him were not to be trusted. 

David had left her with a great and anxious responsibility 
upon her; nor did she shirk it. It was for him that she under- 
took this responsibility of pieasing Carey, of learning Carey, 
of flattering and exciting Carey, for she said to herself, of 
course she knew what effect she had upon him. Yet all the 
while she was keeping aware. 

Back in the corner of the same Chesterfield with Carey again 
beside her, she took coffee and the first liqueur of her life. 
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The men who had taken her out to dinner or out upon the 
river on Sundays before David came had all been poor and 
their entertaining had been meager. 

“You are looking very lovely, my dear,” said Carey. 

There it was! Of course it would begin. But she was 
accustomed to fending off approaches. 

She murmured, “I’m glad if you think so but in a home- 
made frock ... .” 

“Pooh, child,” he said, “you don’t need frocks. You are 
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Orr foods of melting 
delicacy, the perfume 
of rosescoming to her from 
the center of the table, the 
soft shaded lights making 
wonderful color—all lent 
a sense of exhilaration 


young. How old are you? You don’t look more than sixteen.” 

“Twenty.” 

“Wonderful. Now tell me what you do and what you earn. 
You know, I am very much interested in you.” 

She embarked gladly upon a great deal of talk, leading him 
away from possible amorousness to business, to the philosophy 
of the business girl, to the chances of the business girl and so 
forth. Often she had thought just as she thought tonight 
while her light voice flowed on, “Keep his hands off me an- 
other ten minutes, and then another ten, and then another ten, 
and then it’ll be time to go home.” 


" Gryperne saw all her thoughts, followed her leads. He dis- 
cussed with her sensibly and with sympathy, the chances of 
women in business: her chances, her prospects, her hopes and 
aims. She didn’t say anything about getting married. He 
inferred that she was too prudent, too wise and aware of her 
own aftractions to contemplate throwing herself away. 

Yes. He inferred on the whole that this slim little girl was 
wise. Weren’t they all wise when it came to that? 

“I'll help you,” he promised. “I haven’t anything exactly 
in view at this moment but I will look for something for you, 
something good. I can pull so many strings in so many direc- 
tions, you know. Mannequin, secretary, beauty specialist, 
newspaper work if you can do it. We'll see.” 


“It’s kind of you to interest yourself in me,” she said. 
“We shall both have to think it over. You especially will 
have to think.” She nodded. 


E KNEW that she comprehended him more fully than her 
lovely eyes and her lovely face betrayed. 

“If there is anything you want me to do about any opening 
you may find for yourself,’ he pursued, “you have only to 
telephone me and we'll talk. Miss Golden’s telephone calls will 
always receive attention. I'll give instructions. They won't 
put you off.” 

“Thousands of thanks, Mr. Carey.” 

“Meanwhile you must lunch with me some day, or dine at 
Ciro’s. Yes? I must see that frock again. It’s the cleverest 
thing!” 

“I would love it, Mr. Carey.” 

He proposed a date then and there. 

Ten minutes later, still on his note of admiring friendliness, 
he sent her home in his car. 

He did not drive back with her though he would have liked 
it. “Later on,” he thought. He had divined so easily all the 
hesitations in her mind, though he could not rightly ascribe 
their precise cause, and he thought that she was a girl worth 
waiting for. 

And his rage against Cleo and his old desire for her were 
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nearly forgotten. He had found this younger, lovelier and 
far more accessible thing. 

At fifty he didn’t want so much the chase and the fight. 
He liked to order his dinner, sit at ease, and have it delicately 
and willingly served to him. 

He thought of her keenly as he went slowly back across the 
hall and the butler closed the front door upon the depart- 
ing car. Put her in the kind of clothes he had bought for 
Cleo, put her in the kind of setting in which he had set Cleo, 
take her abroad: Rome, Cannes, Deauville, Vienna, New York, 
as he had taken Cleo. She would take to it all like a duck to 
the water. One knew from experience how luxury would en- 
hance her. She would be divine. 

He went softly on his heavy feet to the library and opened 
the door. In the circle of light cast by a powerful desk lamp 
the secretary sat. His hands lay on the desk, fiddling with 
pens and pencils and paper. He was slumped in his chair. His 
head was down. He raised it to look at Carey and an alert 
smile sprang to his lips. 

Carey looked for a moment at this young man whom he had 
so often envied secretly for his beauty and his swiftness and 
his strength; he looked with a casual lazy contempt. How 
easily the fellow did one’s bidding! How readily he was 
shelved! What did he do with his beauty, his swiftness and 
his strength? He only served. 


tie sat at the foot of 


the table. Lila was 
careful not only to refrain 
from speaking often to 
him, but from looking at 
him often. She wanted to 
look; he was so splendid 


“I’ve sent the little lady to her home in the car,” said Carey. 

The secretary only smiled as if the smile were painted on 
his face. He smoothed his already satin smooth hair with 
one hand and Carey who noted many things saw pain in that 
hand, expressed in the way that hands can express pain. There 
was a languor, a haggardness, about that well-kept hand. 


E THOUGHT, “Wonder if he wants her himself!” “We'll 
be in town a few days,” he said. 

“All right, sir.” 

= tiger in these serving-men,” thought Carey. “No tiger 
at all.” 

And, his brief suspicion allayed again, he said, “tell the 
florist to send her roses tomorrow and orchids next day; tele- 
phone to Ciro’s tomorrow for my usual table on Thursday; 
dinner for two at seven thirty and get a box for that new 
musical show—you know—what is it?p— Same night. Some- 
times I wished I danced.” 

“You do most things, sir.” 

“Well, but dancing. Still, I'll give dancing a miss. You 
dance like a gazelle, I’ve no doubt.” 

“Oh, well, sir, I dance.” 

He was suddenly out of this library in a dance room down 
at Skindle’s by the river, holding Lila, in her blue cotten frock 
that she wore with such eclat, very [Continued on page 92] 
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cAre You Girls cAping 


Only the “Worst Side of Alan’s Dature? 


More Like 


Who Wrote “GHE SPOILERS” and “GHE eACATING CALL” 


and Other Great DNovels 


includes a large clientele in private schools of the East 

predicted to me that the generation of girls maturing in 
1928 would be even more cynical and unregenerate than the 
young women who distinguished themselves by waywardness 
in 1918. 

“The girls who will awaken to the powers of their personal 
charm during the tenth year after the war,” he said, “were 
in the most impressionable stage of juvenile development just 
when the moral rot of wartime had spread from Europe to 
America. The infection which they then absorbed will lie 
dormant during their middle teens, only to flare up within them 
as they verge on the critical ages of eighteen to twenty-one. 


Sine years ago a prominent physician whose practice 


7 HAT is why I expect a final outburst of the phenomenon 
of flaming youth in the years 1928 and 1929,” he added. 

It is aside from my point whether or not that prediction 
comes true. The reason my medical friend’s prophecy sticks 
in my mind is that, in making it, he implicitly laid on feminine 
shoulders the chief responsibility for epidemics of youthful 
license. 

And with that charge I agree. I think that young women 
of today, for the sake of their own happiness, should at last 
face frankly the fact that the upheaval of juvenile morals 
since the war has been caused almost exclusively by their 
adoption of men’s standards in the matter of sex combined 
with their failure to adopt his more idealistic standards. 


ECENTLY two college boys sat beside me in the observa- 
tion car of a limited train. I could not in any way distin- 
guish between them and the boys I had known when I was their 
age. Their conversation ranged over the same topics and they 
speculated with the same slight hesitancy as to how best to 
strike up an acquaintance with the three girls down the aisle. 
But those girls! No need to dwell on how different they 


The danger that I see in this new 
attitude of young women toward sex is not its 
prevalence but its insincerity. It is only a pose, 
with them, while it is thoroughly natural with 
men. Men treat sex more or less casually be- 
cause they have so many other interests in life 


I don’t think 
The tags on their luggage 
revealed their destination as a very exclusive private school and 


were from their sisters of fifteen years ago. 
they were more than seventeen. 


their home as an aristocratic Boston suburb. They set a 
portable phonograph to going and within a few moments the 
boys were dancing with them in the aisle. 


af ME this commonplace incident of our time was interest- 
ing because the girls deliberately chose the most undisguised 
appeal to the senses as their meeting ground and the boys, 
who had been talking politics with fervor between themselves, 
were soon telling risqué stories to these modern damsels. 

Now the real danger that I see in this new attitude of young 
women toward sex is not its prevalence but its insincerity. 
It is only a pose with them while it is thoroughly natural with 
men. Men treat sex more or less casually because they have 
so many other intense interests in life. Girls pretend to treat 
it casually, nowadays, whereas in so doing they are actually 
playing with the innermost ‘ire of their beings. 

I believe that man’s attitude is far the more wholesome 
and that women should progress a few more steps and get 
the man’s mental viewpoint as well. In this I am very far 
from doing anything so preposterous as to plead for license. 
On the contrary, I think the restraints associated with con- 
ventional ideals of marriage are the finest of our social codes. 
I am pointing out merely that to the girls of today sex is still 
the major motive in life, and that this, taken with their new 
physical freedom, is an unhealthy symptom. They cannot 
safely or successfully live on man’s level until they attain 
man’s broader ambition as a balance wheel. 


KNOW a rather bewildered father of two extremely modern 
young people, a boy of seventeen and a girl of nineteen. 
They came home the other morning between two and three 
o'clock. The boy had lost all sense [Continued on page 110] 


as emancipated Eve of today still 
suffers from Eve’s ancient illusionthat love is all. 
She fails as a cultivator of life because she has 
gone in for the one-crop fallacy, and when her 
one crop fails—the same being courtship, 
marriage and maternity—then she is lost 


Sportsman and writer, famous for his virile novels, reveals in this article how 
clearly he understands the serious and shifting problems of the modern girl 


4 girls have succeeded in adopting 
the outer guise of man’s life. Can’t you go 
farther and grasp the spirit within? If you 
fail to do so, reaction and disappointment 
may bring about a counter-revolution that 
will throw your sex back into its old servitude 


I; once you women would seek to rule 
the world with all your powers instead of 
only with physical charm, you might very 
easily reduce men to a secondary place and 
incidentally wipe out many of the horrors of 
civilization which men have never conquered 
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If You ‘Believe 
Chat All Poor 
cAre Good 
- And All ‘Rich Aen 
Are “Bad 
You a Surprise 
(Coming to ‘You 
In This 
Surprising Story 
By 
GLADYS HALL 


She 
Her hair was 
golden as the spring sunshine flooding into the room. 
A wisp of yellow 


ANDIDA was sitting up in bed writing a note. 
was delicate and golden like a narcissus. 

Her eyes were cloudily gold like amber. 
chiffon was about her shining shoulders. 
‘Darling,” she wrote. “Allen, darling, it is spring . . .” 

Simmons, her maid, entered, coughing a little. “Miss Candy 

. your mother . . . at once.” 

Candida jerked back to reality. 

“Yes, Miss Candy.” 

“Good night! Coming.” Candida left the half finished love 
letter for Simmy to weep over. 

It was worse than Candida had feared. 

“Candida,” said Mumma, wasting no time, “we’re in a 
desperate way; you must accept Jason Harper.” 

Mumma started crying. Mumma cried and cried. Candida 
could almost hear her heart breaking. She made fearful little 
gasps and groans. 

Candida was panicky. Mumma was begging her to sacrifice 
the one precious unbuyable thing in all the world—love. 

But Candida couldn’t see Mumma suffer so. So she said, 
“Okay. ll marry Jason, accept him tonight . . . After 
I've told him the truth—that I really love Allen Rountree. 


“She said at once, Simmy?” 
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I; it were not for 
Allen! How many 
times they had 
thought that poign- 
ant sentence, both 
of them. How it had 
robbed the Italian 
sun of its warmth! 


That’s square shooting. I couldn’t accept him unless I did.” 

“Candida, he won't marry you if you tell him you love 
another man.” 

“Oh, yes, he will,” said Candida. 
are not particular about delicate reactions. He wants me be- 
cause he happens to think I’m beautiful. He doesn’t give a 
darn about my thoughts. He'd pay a million cool for a few 
kisses from my mouth because it is admirably red and twenty 
summers old. But he wouldn't give a fiver for the profoundest 
thought I’ve ever conceived. I know ’em.” 

She rose and drifted toward the door. “Wish me luck, 
darling,” she said. Then she got away. She wanted to cry 
and one doesn’t cry in public. 


“Old men with millions 


HAT night Candida and a tall dark man sat in front of 
the fireplace in the Clymer library. Turkish coffee mingled 
its rich breath with roses and flame. The spring night was in 
the room, pale and fragrant. 
“Candida,” said the tall dark man with the grave dark eyes, 
“you've been crying.” 
“I know I have, Jason. Like the very devil.” 
“My dear, why? Is there anything I can do?” 
“Yes. You can marry me.” 


aug hter . 
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With “Drawings 
from Life 
By 
TEUBERT JEAN 
eMATHIEU 
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“Sorry, Jason. This 
makes it all the harder. 
Sit down. Tl cut the 
humor.” 

Jason released her. He 
lit her cigarette. 

Candida said, “This 
makes it harder for me, 
Jason—your feeling as 
you do. You see, I don’t 
love you.” 

“I know. Is_ there 
some one else?” 

“Tea,” 

“May I ask who?” 

. “Why not? Allen Roun- 
tree.” 
“Oh, yes.” 

There was silence be- 
tween them and Candida 
thought there was some- 
thing frightening about a 
man like this. Something 
that made you feel help- 
less’ and little. 


| 


Finally he said, “My 
We “Candida!” dear, you've been magnificently courageous. Cruel, too. But 
“Rein in, Jason. Don’t be nice to me. If you're nice I'll— courage and cruelty are big things and I happen to admire big 
ns well, I'm going to marry you if you still want me. You things, particularly in a woman. You know that I love you. 
be- probably know why. We're teetering on the edge of bank- We'll let that stand. Always. I know that you love Allen 
¥* ruptcy, eviction or whatever happens to people when they Rountree. We'll let that stand too.” 
ew owe more than they ever hope to see the color of again. “Yes. Always.” _ ; 
ity Mumma’s in a blue funk. I could face the music. I'd like to. “Quite. Now if I-did the generous thing, I'd say to you, 
est But Mumma can’t. That’s that. No, wait! She wants me ‘Go ahead, little girl, marry the man you love and live happily 
to marry you. What mother wouldn’t? But you know that ever after. Your father did me many kindnesses when I was 
ck it is really buying, Jason. It’s a sort of, ‘Look here, sweet a young chap. I'll repay him now.’ No, don’t wave a 
ry young girl with decent upbringing, a skin you love to touch, protesting hand. It isn’t necessary. I’m not going to do 
well-bred ankles—how much will you pay?’ ” anything of the sort. I’m not going to do this eminently big 
“Candida!” thing because I love you. 
of : “I believe that I desire your happiness above my own. 
led ASON HARPER was on his feet. “Quick move,” thought Don’t smile like that. You see, I also love you as a man 


Twenty, “for an old fellow.” He had her by the shoulders loves a woman. This part of my love makes its own demands. 


- and was looking into her wilfully insolent eyes. His hands held It is entitled to a chance. i’m going to give my love its 
- her in a vise, powerful and pitiless. chance.” 
‘ “Candida, be still. I won’t allow you to go on. You are “What do you mean?” 
mocking something that is sacred to me.” “I mean I’m going to marry you. Then I’m going to take 
“Meaning?” you abroad with me. Anywhere you may care to go. Paris— 
“Meaning my love for you. My very real, profound and Lake Maggiore—Como. You'll be treated as my sister in 
patient love for you.” one respect only. In every other way you'll be my sweetheart. 
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“I'll deluge you with flowers. I may be inspired to write 
sonnets. I'll buy you charming little things. I'll be jealous of 
every other man who looks at you. I'll take you walking 
on moonlit nights, along the Arno and tell you tales of other 
lovers who walked those ways in olden days. I'll try to kiss 
you, I warn you now. I'll try to make love to you. I'll leave 
no stone unturned, no flower unbought, no trick unused to 
win you and if I fail—well, if I fail I'll bring you back at 
the year’s end as free as air to divorce me and take up your 
life’ again just where you left it. You can call it what you 
like—purchase if it suits you. I have another name for it.” 

Candida said, “It’s rather amazing. It’s sort of fictional. 
But I take you at your word. It’s a go, Jason.” 

Jason Harper said, “You're giving me the golden oppor- 
tunity of a lifetime, Candida. And your trusting me. That’s 
very precious to me.” 

Candida met Allen the next afternoon. 

They took a rowboat and milled about on the lake in 
Central Park. Allen was full of little. romantic thoughts like 
that. Things Candida would never have thought of doing left 
to her own devices! Funny, 
how different things seemed 
when she was with Allen and 
when she was with other 
people. Rowing on the park 
lake, for instance. With other 
people it was a dingy pond 
cluttered with orange peels and 
peanut shells. Today, with 
Allen, the none-too-glamourous 
pond became Como, at the 
very least, and the day was 
veined with green and gold, 
quivering with the pain of 
parting. 

Candida looked into the 
water and wished that it might 
part and draw her in before 
she could give voice to what 
she had to say. To wound 
love—what a hideous necessity! 

But Candida had inherited 
from Mumma the capacity for 
getting down to brass tacks. 
She took the plunge at once. ff 

“Allen.” 

Allen didn’t seem to be 

aware of an impending sig- 
nificance. He was propelling 
their craft with smooth strokes. 
The muscles of his bare arms were responsible for its mystic 
gliding and he was admiring them. Candida admired them, 
too, and her heart constricted with a fearful pain. Those 
arms about her! What could compensate her for the pain of 
losing them? 

“Allen!” 

“Darling?” 

“Allen, this is the last time for us. Things have come to 
a head at home. The sheriff is parked in the drawing-room. 
There is nothing to be done about it unless I do it.” 


can yousde “Baby, sew a fine seam?” 
“No, more than that. I can marry Jason Harper. 
I accepted him last night.” oa 

It was out. The words cut her throat to ribbons. 

Allen gave a loud laugh. 

“You couldn’t do that, Candida. You love me and I love 
you. There is nothing else of any importance.” 

“Yes, there is, Allen. There’s Mumma. She’s important. 
She’s done things for me. I’ve got to come across.” 

“By selling yourself. It’s indecent. It isn’t done.” 

“Oh. yes, it is done. I’m going to do it though not in the 
way you imagine. This case is different. I told Jason the 
truth. He knows about you. He made me a proposition.” 

“T'll bet he did!” 

“An awfully decent proposition, Allen. We're going to be 
married and go abroad for a year. During the year Jason is 
going to treat me as a sweetheart, to be wooed and won. 
You understand, dear? He's going te woo me as you did, 
Allen, when you—” 
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He’s laid a trap for you. A 


“The man’s a liar, I tell you. 
beastly trap baited with stuffy luxuries and glittery promises. 


The things I can’t give you. I ‘don’t believe him. No man 
would be fool enough to—” 

“To give up a year on the chance of winning the thing he 
most wants?” 

“The man’s a hound. He’s clever enough, I'll grant you 
that. He knew how to get you. Fairy tale stuff. But I know 
men when it comes to getting possession of the woman they 
want. He’s tricked you and you've fallen for the trick.” 

“ DON’T believe that about Jason Harper. His eyes tell 
a different story.” 

“Oh, I see! You've begun to look into his eyes. What a 
jolly little beginning for a honeymoon. I know of none better.” 

“Allen, you’re wrong. I saw that his eyes were honest eyes, 
but he didn’t so much as try to kiss me.” 

“Blink facts all your little silver-spooned life, darling. The 
bare fact is that you claim to love me but are going to marry 
him because bills must be paid. I’ve heard some funny ones, 
Candy, but I give you the 
gold-plated brass horseshoe for 
the funniest!” 

Candida’s face burned. 

“Allen, I think you’d better 
take me in.” 

“Right. Why not?” 

Allen’s voice was harsh. 

They drifted in toward the 
shore. Candida murmured, 
“Imagine me loving you every 
day, every night, more than 

“T'll imagine you lapping up 
the cream with Mr. Jason 
Dunbar Harper.” 

Words were useless. There 
was only one important thing. 
To drain him into her memory, 
every line and color so that 
she could subsist throughout 
this coming Allenless year. 
of They walked home through 
wee the sweet May gloaming. Rain 
Vad was in the air. It drew the 


teeming scents of earth up and 
was delicate flung them back again, a little 
and golden like a 


wildly. 
narcissus 


The touch of Allen’s shoulder! 
The pressure of his hand on 
She loved him and he was to be torn away from 
her. She loved him and she had to hurt him. She loved him 
and the hard ogre of money stood between them. But only 
for a short while! What was one year in the eternity of their 
love? Twelve little months out of forever? 

She clung to him in the arbor near the park gate. Her 
yearning pushed the hot tears from her eyes. She was choked 
by the intolerable quality of her love. 

She would come back but would it ever be the same? 
Would she ever again feel this fierce young torrent of storming 
love? 

If he had said, then, in that moment, “Come with me. Let’s 
chuck the world and all its problems,” she might have gone. 
She might have left the leaning tower of debts, the frightened, 
world-tired woman, the tall dark man with the honest eyes. 
She might have. But he didn’t say it. Only kept calling her 
name in that wounded, desolated voice. 


her arm! 


ND then she broke away from him, and ran home. Pain 
dogged her footsteps and the thought of Jason Harper 
was harsh and repellent. 

How dared he marry her? How dared he tear her away 
like this? How dared he leave Allen standing there like that, 
mute and stricken? 

How dared Allen let her go? 

How dared Mumma expect this thing of her? 

How dared Life? Oh, why did it have to happen? 

But after all it wasn’t Jason’s fault. She realized finally 
that it was up to her to be as good a sport about it as he was. 

Twelve little months out of forever! { Continued on page 132] 
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he would come back—but would it ever be the same? If Allen had said, “Come 

with me, let’s chuck the world and all its problems,”’ she might have gone. 

She might have left the leaning tower of debts and duns, the frightened, world-tired 

woman, the tall dark man with the honest eyes. She might have. But he didn’t 
say it. Only kept calling her name in that wounded, desolated voice 


59 


f 
u 
yr 
<a 
d 
in =, ) 
yn 
g. 
gh | 
in | 
he 
on = 
ym 4 
ly < 
ir 
er 
ed 
er 
at, | 


“Drawing by 
JOHN G. CROSMAN 


HE following letter is one of the 
most remarkable I have ever 


received. For obvious reasons 
the name of the writer and the city 
from whence it came are deleted 
but its authenticity has been 
established. It reads: 


Dear Mr. McIntyre: I am 
writing to a perfect stranger as 
the last resort in a dilemma 
that will read like fiction. I 
am playing the final card in a 
game of deceit that has cost 
me my happiness, my health, eur, 
my reputation and unless there a of 
is a way out—my life. For I gy 
am determined to kill myself 
if this measure fails. 

I was brought up in this 
small city. My father is a fairly 
well to do banker.. My mother is 
a leader in church work and my 
brother is a practising physician in 
the city of I was graduated 
from a young lady’s private school and 
am twenty-four years of age. I studied 
music a year in Italy. 

It was while returning from Italy fifteen 
months ago that I fell in love with a young man who 
was a passenger on the same boat. We met at the captain’s 
table. After walking the deck one night four days after I met 
him he told me of his love. It was not the glamour of the 
moon, the mystery of the sea and all that. I really loved him. 


E WERE married four days after the boat docked in 

New York. Our honeymoon lasted a week and I started 
for home. It was agreed that we should not tell my parents 
until he had better established himself in his work. He had a 
job that paid one hundred and eighty-five dollars a month. 

We corresponded secretly and I made two different trips 
to New York over a period of five months to spend a few 
days with him. There came a time when it became necessary 
to tell my parents that I was married. My husband pro- 
tested at first and then reluctantly consented. Our romance 
and marriage was printed in the local papers and my friends 
came in droves to congratulate me. 

In the meantime my husband’s letters stopped. It had been 
agreed that he would come to meet my parents two weeks after 
our marriage was announced. He left his job and his boarding 
place without leaving addresses. The whole thing had been 
so flimsy and foolishly romantic that I made excuses while 
trying desperately to find him. I enlisted my brother’s aid and 
he went to New York and with private detectives searched 
for ten days. It was futile. 

Then my baby was born. I had woven a tangled web. 
Tongues were beginning to wag; my mother became a recluse 
and my father’s face was like a thunder cloud. We had 
been married by a justice of the peace. My husband attended 
to all the details and in the excitement I paid no attention 
to them. I do not remember, if I ever knew, where he got 
the license and had no papers to show the marriage had been 
consummated. It was all a hopeless jumble and even to you 


Which J Gind 


t Cr ‘Difficult to cAnswer 


By O. O. MCINTYRE 


I suppose it sounds like a fishy story. 
But as one about to face my Maker I 
swear it is all true. You will learn 
if you care to investigate that my 
reputation has been spotless and 
that my people are of the best 
stock in this community. 

Now I have a twelve thousand 

dollar legacy convertible 

bonds in a local bank. My 
only thought just now is to 
save my dearly beloved father 
and mother from the disgrace 
they feel. I want a husband 
for just a few days. If you 
can find a presentable gentle- 
man who will play the part, 
the twelve thousand dollars are 
his and I shall pay his expenses 
to and from this city. 
1 will sign any contract he can 
arrange to release him from any 
responsibility. All I ask is that he 
come to this city, pose as my husband, 
permit me to introduce him into my 
home as such and also to meet sufficient 
friends to convince them I was married. He 
can then return home and he will never see 
or hear from me again. 
I shall in turn leave this town with my baby shortly 
thereafter. My brother will take care of me until something 
turns up and in a few years I can announce the death of my 
husband. By that time my own town will have forgotten. 

Is all this asking too much? I am married and my baby 
is legitimate. I was a foolish girl and I am paying heavily 
for my folly. I am not whining about that. If you will 
inquire you will find that I have been the most devoted of 
daughters. I have never smoked, drank, necked or done other 
things that class the small town girl as “wild.” 

My husband must be five feet and nine inches in height, 
have dark hair and show some evidences of refinement. He 
will be entertained at my home and when he departs he will 
be richer by twelve thousand dollars. Also he will be pre- 
venting an innocent child from losing her mother. 

I have thought this al! out carefully. I write to a stranger 
because I can write to no one else. If you can do nothing, I 
shall never blame you. If you can, you will be doing some- 
thing for which I am sure God will bless you. Sincerely, 


UICIDE is not a way out of any problem—especially this. 

It would only serve to accentuate the suspicion. It is trite 
to say that truth crushed to earth will rise again but the 
philosophers of every age have found it so. 

Thousands of young girls are daily facing situations far 
worse with high courage and hope and furthermore they are 
surmounting them. Subterfuge, such as this letter suggests, 
is a poor expedient—a form of chancery that always ends in 
disaster. 

The letter is to me of great importance because it illuminates 
the danger of developing a haphazard acquaintance and of 
marrying hastily and secretively. The young girl who does 
not invite or bestow the full confidence of her parents in the 
serious question of marriage is merely courting unhappiness. 


| 
| 
60 


$5,000.00 Reward 
for “ohe 
Girl 


- Are You Ghat Girl? “Do You Know Her? 
on Who Js She? “Where Js She? 
you What Js She? Why Js She? ; 


SMART SET IS SEARCHING 


he 
ind, 

my 
FOR HER 

see 
vad a Set is about to institute a nation-wide hunt for 

han the girl who will stand as an epitome of young American 
wd womanhood. When she is found Smart Set will pay her 
pe $5,000 in cash. And her portrait will be painted as a 
_ covet for SMart Set by the noted artist, Henry Clive. 
ight, 

L- A distinguished committee headed by Elinor Glyn will 

ag act as judges and will select the winner who will become 
= the most famous girl in this country. 
yme 
a Perhaps you are that girl? Perhaps you know that girl? 
this. 
trite Help us find her! 

the 

far 

are 
ests, 
sin Watch December SMART SET for further details of 
dof this contest which is open to every unmarried 
the 


am American girl from the age of 18 to 30 
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“A ‘Practical Article 
On Beauty “Accessories 
Of the “Bathroom 
Of the Girl of Goday 


Chirst Aids 


1. ADDITION to being “next to godliness,” cleanliness is Today the bathroom may be equipped both completely and 


the basis of beauty. The fairest of the fair is enhanced 
by her personal cleanliness and: her less lovely sister finds 
a compensating charm in it alone. 

And cleanliness is more than a matter of a daily or Saturday 
night bath. It is the very essence of good grooming and 


affects the various parts of the body both individually and as 
a whole. 

Let us consider the toilet articles and preparations that you 
should be most particular to keep conveniently on hand for 
use, before, during and after the bath. 


Cleanliness is beauty’s great- 
est aid. But even during the 
rite of the daily bath the 
modern girl can be esthetic by 
choosing soap that looks mighty 
like a rose, and towels and 
washcloths luxurious with in- 
sets of lace 


Always have two tooth-brushes 
for daily use, plus a dentifrice 
and dental floss. At the top 
of this page observe the other 
after-the-bath luxuries, dusting 
powder, and mouthwash, dis- 
played in a bottle of Venetian 
glass 
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attractively. Shops offer the most ordinary articles in queenly 
guise. But this beauty of the appointments is of secondary 
importance to their organization. 


HE greatest convenience lies in having a generous number 

of shelves, so that everything can be kept in perfect order. 
The shelf over the washstand is usually a small one, and it 
should not be overloaded. Most toilet articles are best kept 
in the bathroom cabinet, away from the dust. A _ goodly 
supply of fresh towels and washcloths should likewise be kept 
in a closet. 

SOAPS. There will be, of course, a cake of the complexion 
soap that suits your type of skin. This should be kept 
for its own purpose and not left where it will be confused with 
hand or bath soap. 

It is not necessary to choose the most expensive soaps for 
the hands and for the bath, although some of the scented 
makes are very pleasant. There are plenty of good 
domestic soaps which are pure and which may be had at 
trifling cost. Some of the more luxurious bath tablets come 
in delightful colors, if you wish to carry out the color scheme 
of your bathroom. For example, there is one soap that is a 
lovely blue. 

BATH SALTS. You may or may not wish to use bath salts, 
but they belong in the complete beauty wardrobe of the bath- 
room. They add a touch of luxury to the bath such as 
nothing else gives. A few women find 
that the salts are somewhat drying to 
their skins and so they prefer to use 
bath water or oil. Again, the color 
scheme of the room.may be carried 
out in the bath salts. 


RUSHES. The bath brush is a 

highly important implement for 
without it skin never feels quite clean. 
Choose a long-handled brush with 
which you can give your back a good 
scrub. Another brush is indispensable 
for the nails. After using a brush, al- 
ways rinse it well in cold water and 
place it so that it does not rest on its 
bristles. Do not forget to renew your 
brushes from time to time when the 
old ones wear out. 


BODY LOTION. This I leave to 
your own choice. You may like a 
rather heavy body oil, particularly 
during the winter months, when it 
keeps the skin from chapping. Or 
you may prefer, at least during the 
warmer weather, some simple toilet 
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SMART SET’S 
Own (harm Service 


By MARY LEE 


water or rubbing alcohol or witchhazel on your skin. 
My personal preference is for a very light oil, scarcely oily at 
all in its quality, scented faintly with verbena. After the bath, 
the body is vigorously rubbed with any one of these lotions. 


USTING POWDER. This is not really necessary but you 

may like to use it. Some may prefer to choose between 
the body lotion and the dusting powder, using either one or 
the other. If you use dusting powder, put it on lightly so that 
it will not obstruct the pores. If the powder is scented, choose 
a powder that matches your soap and toilet water. 


DEODORANT. Immediately after the bath each day, this 
preparation should be remembered, for the fastidious woman 
must always be on her guard against the slightest trace of 
perspiration odors. Your deodorant may be either a liquid 
or paste or powder, just as you prefer. Some deodorants are 
also non-perspirants and these are not at all harmful. 


TOOTH-BRUSHES. You will note that I have said tooth- 
brushes in the plural, for you should not get along without 
at least two. This is because each brush should be given a 
number of hours to dry or the bristles will lose their stiffness 
and will not reach each crevice of the teeth nor give the gums 
their necessary invigorating massage. Keep the brush where it 
is well exposed to the air and where nothing touches its 
bristles. The average life of a tooth-brush used in the way I 
have prescribed is about four months. You should renew your 
tooth-brush whenever needed. 


DENTIFRICE. Almost all of the 
standard dentifrices are good ones. [ 
leave it to you to choose whether it 
shall be paste or powder. 


MOUTH-WASH. There are many 
excellent mouth-washes that are de- 
lightful to use after brushing the 
teeth. One of the simplest can be 
made at home by dissolving half a 
teaspoonful of table salt and half a 
teaspoonful of bicarbonate of soda in 
a glass of water. The importance of 
using a mouth-wash has been suffi- 
ciently stressed by advertisements to 
warrant my passing over it. 


DENTAL FLOSS. The health and 
beauty of the teeth demands the use 
of floss at least once a day, prefer- 
ably at night before bedtime. 


EYE-WASH. If you are not ac- 
customed to using an eye bath, you 
will be surprised and delighted to 
know how much it adds to the sparkle 
of your eyes and your general feeling 


of well-being. After washing your face, use an eye cup filled 
with your favorite eye lotion or with a half and half solution 
of witchhazel and water. Pure warm water is also effective as 
an eye bath. 

So much for general articles. There will be, of course, small 
jars of special salve for blemishes or bottles of freckle bleach 
and astringent and innumerable other articles. 

Finally, the sense of luxury in a beautifully equipped bath- 
room proves a boon to one’s morale, just as the daily use of 
its equipment immeasurably benefits one’s beauty. Verily 
cleanliness is the hand maiden to beauty. 


Fye-wash and toilet water, 
two often-neglected necessities 
m the fine art of loveliness. 
Continuing the shelf above on 
this page, note the body oil, 
used after the bath for dry 
skins, the nail brush, and that 
perfect astringent, witchhazel 


Here is a new and charming 
organdie container for indi- 
vidual powder puffs, a back 
brush with a _ detachable 
handle and those dear delights, 
bath salts. All these articles 
can be purchased in the better 
shops and are not expensive 


Photographs by Culver Service 
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If you are of the petite type, this wine-red 

velveteen suit with jersey jumper will en- 

hance your charm. Correct accessories to 

give that smart youthful look are the cross 

fox scarf, wine velvet tam and envelope 
purse of wine-red leather 


Courtesy of B. Altman, New York 


OMES a letter that gladdens my heart. 
“Why,” writes a young woman from Kansas City, 
“hasn't some magazine thought of such a fashion de- 
partment before? I am sick and tired of seeing those freaky 
drawings of impossible looking women that originate in Paris, 
and of reading so much ‘blah’ about what the well-dressed 
woman is wearing at the French resorts. 

“There are millions of us who want to know how we can get 
the best out of the things sold in our own stores, and you 
are giving it to us. It certainly means nothing to us that a 
lot of French women are trying to change styles every few 
weeks to keep up their own business. We want to be able 
to recognize the smart new things when we see them in our 
home shops, clothes that are wearable and human, and Smart 


If you have a slim nose and 
large eyes, you can wear this 
very modish tam. Or if you 
would be more formal, buy 
this softly draped model with 


its saucy crowning satin bow 


Courtesy of Hyland Bros., N.Y. 


“By of 


EORGIA 


Chis department is intended as a practical 
guide to young women in the selection of 
their clothes. ‘he illustrations are of 
advanced models being shown for Gall and 
Winter wear in the New ‘York shops 


Set is the first magazine to give us real help along this line. 
“A lot of us are going to be mighty grateful to you.” 


Che ‘Passing of the Plapper 


IHE pendulum has swung around. The flapper has been 
laid to rest along with her boyish bob, her wise cracks 
and her tight little skirts. The- last remaining evidence of 
“flapperism” is in the off the forehead movement of the new 
millinery. Eyebrows must show, or at least one eyebrow, and 
that’s reminiscent of a style made popular by young America 
two seasons back. 
Gowns, hats and coats have never been lovelier than they 
are this fall. I know we feel that way with each succeeding 
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At right, a fur-trimmed hat 
worn with the coney ensem- 
ble costume. Below, for the 
heart-shaped face no hat 
is more flattering than this 
Talbot baby bonnet 


Courtesy of Hyland Bros., N.Y. 


the 


Season 


@he fashions shown here this month are 
correct the country over for the forth- Spe ae 
cAnd remember these 
are models that can be purchased in 
the better establishments of any city 


coming season. 


season, because just the change in weather alone gives us 
excess enthusiasm, but with the return to ultra feminine 
fashions, it seems to me there is an added charm that we’ve 
been missing for some time. 


BE really chic now one must be a lady, no matter how 

hard the effort. In fact, the smartest girls this season 

will cultivate a demure manner and an old-fashioned viewpoint 
in clothes. 

Every line of the new gown is built for grace. The tight 
hip line, the uneven, dipping hem, all require a graceful, 
undulating carriage in contrast to the Charleston, black bottom 
swagger that was practiced last year. The flapper just loses 
out in this season’s clothes. 


“Photographs 
By 
“UANDAMM 


A perfect ensemble for every type, its 

original cost offset by its practicality and 

chic. The coat is of mauve coney fur, 

lined with blue dotted jersey, matching the 

dotted jersey skirt and plain blouse of its 
two-piece dress 


Courtesy of B. H. Dyas, Los Angeles 


AIR is worn more softly waved and fuller. Many are 
letting their hair grow, though I doubt if they will 
continue this. I’ve seen too many rush for the barber’s 
chair after weeks of vain effort to look smart with hair ends 
sticking out in all directions. 
One thing is sure. It’s going to be a hard winter for the 
short, dumpy girl, so if you come in this class, better start 
trying to remedy the dumpiness now. 


Some Gips on “Remodelling 


ERE are a few tips on odds and ends that may help you 
to remodel last winter’s gown or select your new coat: 
Waistlines are coming up a trifle; hips must be snug fitting; 
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all skirts have irregular hem lines and 
bodices are bloused and supple. 


is gaining headway. If you are slim 
enough to wear it, by all means do. 
The V-neckline is most popular, and 
evening gowns boast of the deepest 
décolletage we have had in years. 


F YOU are getting a fall ensemble, 
don’t—please don’t—buy your coat 
and dress in the same color. This per- 
fect matching of an outfit is passé. The 
newer ones blend two colors, or tones, 
like a green coat, trimmed in gray fur, 


Wintry days cry for a 
trig little tweed en- 
semble of matching 
hat and boyish coat 
such as this 


Courtesy of Saks & Co. 


A hat with a brim is . 
a lifesaver for a not- 
too - perfect profile. 
Reboux fashioned 
this bow - trimmed 
model in russet felt 


For the youthfully slim, this Courtesy of Hyland Bros. 
fur-lined tweed coat for infor- 
mal wear. The collar is kolin- 


sky, the lining fur, dyed rabbit 


Courtesy of B. Altman 


with gray dress and hat. Blue and gray will 
be much worn—brown and tan—brown and 
yellow—black and ivory, etc. 

You are going to see slate blue, autumn 
browns, green, wine red and, of course, navy 
blue and black. 

I hope you like the one-piece cloth dress 
because it’s being revived. Some of them, 
made up in woolens soft as silk, are lovely. 

All the feminine touches, like berthas, scarfs 
and jabots, will be seen in profusion. 


You Can Mend that Run 


A’ LAST, you can stop worrying about 

that run in your new hose. Machines 

for mending them are being installed all 

over the country. Try it at your leading 

store. The repair is good unless your run 
is crossways. Then there is no hope. 
(Coats—Or Getting ‘Your 

eMoney’s Wort 
UR special interest at this time of the year 
is in coats, and there are straight-line mod- 


els, flaring ones, and wrappy ones to be seen. 
We suggested in last month’s Smart Set 


The heavily furred coat main- 

tains its sway. Note the be- 

coming off-the-face collar and 
cuffs in baby lynx 


Courtesy of B. Altman 


that the short jacket costume had been so good 
it would probably be developed in fur for colder 
weather. Well, it has arrived. Altman’s,.Wana- 
maker’s and other shops are showing them, but 
always as part of an ensemble. The haphazard 
use of short fur jackets over any color of a 
frock wili not be good taste. 


WANT to recommend a fur lined cloth coat 
to you if your allowance is not elastic 
enough to include an all fur coat. The general 


lhe princess line in dresses and coats . 
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impression is that these coats are bulky and cumbersome, A Sports (-lothes—‘Don’t Overdo It 
completely destroying one’s slimness. s 
This is wrong. You can get a swagger-looking tweed, 
lined with softest rabbit fur, dyed to match your 
coat, or dressier broadcloths with stenciled kid or 
dyed weasel linings that are slim, attractive 
and yet have all the warmth of a fur coat. 
You will find these quite inexpensive as com- 
pared to a fur coat. One is pictured in this 
department. 
Of the fur coats, lapin, nutria and 
coney are the most popular for sports. 
Coney and lapin are different versions 
of dyed rabbit. They do not wear 
particularly well. 


HERE is a concerted action on the part of the 

leading dressmakers to bring back the dressy after- 

» noon frock. This is in line with the extremely 

_ feminine trend of things, but it is a nuisance to 


me» the average girl. 
[em jor some time now, we have been allowed 
. to wear so-called sports clothes for all in- 
formal occasions and are quite spoiled 
‘» with the comfort of these inexpensive 
frocks, but in many cases we have 
overdone it, and this is _ partly 
responsible for the attempt to 
bring about mo.e formal daytime 
clothes. 
WEED is the best ma- 
terial for your street 
coat. The old-fashioned 
shiny broadcloth 
smartest for dressier 
occasions, but 
velvet, velour and 
satin are being 
used also. 
These are fur 
trimmed. 
Some fur 
scarfs are being made 
to replace the popular 
silk or wool scarf that 
has been used so much. 
If you've some furs 
in storage that are too 
far gone to make a 
coat, use them to 
fashion a_ scarf 
and be very new 
and smart. 


Hats and 
Haste 


IHE very extreme 
designs, either in 
hats or dresses, are 
seldom becoming to 
the American girl, so 
our problem is to 


HAS been heavenly 
these past seasons to slip 
into a jersey, wool, or 
silk sports outfit in the 
early morning and 
feel properly 
dressed until din- 
ner time, but 
now comes a 
warning that it 
no longer is proper 
for us to have a cup 
of tea or a cocktail, un- 
less gowned for the oc- 
casion. For the girl in 
college or a business of- 
fice, this means little, bu 
for any of you who have 
occasion to wear a cos- 
tume all day long, I 
want to warn you to be 
careful in selecting the 
material for it. 


Y NO means get a 

knitted outfit for 
general day wear. It 
bags all over the place 
and the skirt stretches 
abominably. These 
things should only be 
used for actual sports. 
smart once Jersey is being tailored 


For the mature Eyebrows are 


figure, this pony 


choose the good from 
end. and leopard coat more and win- beautifully now. This 
that we retain the best has dignity and ter hats are de- combined with tweed or 
features from both. grace. It shows signed to be crepe is the sort of in- 

You will see more the new season’s worn off the formal dress one can wear 


forehead. Here all day without looking 
“‘glowworm’”’,a seedy by six o'clock. 
two-toned felt, 

is used in beige @he Excellence of 
and brown “Rayon 


AMES and damsels 
clever enough to 
fashion some of their 
own undies and frocks 
are hereby urged to look 
at the lovely new things in rayon. Even if 
you once bought a rayon vest or slip and saw 
it fall to bits in the laundry, do not be dis- 
couraged; day by day in every way rayon has 
IBBON bows, flowers, feathers and fur will trim the been getting better and better, until now the American manu- 
chapeaux this winter and that’s more leeway than we've facturers have achieved a product well-nigh perfect, and oh, 
had for several seasons, so feel your way and plan your ward- ever and ever so much cheaper than silk of the same grade. 
robe carefully. There’s a hat, gown and coat that will enhance 
your particular charm, if you'll only take the time to find it. AYON is an artificial silk floss; this floss is today woven 
Incidentally, tiny caplike hats are being made for evening with cotton, with real silk, with wool, with velvet. And 
wear. This is a godsend to the girl going to and from the _ the result is beautiful beyond words. It washes beautifully and 
theater in trains, subways and street cars, where one feels no longer falls to pieces. It comes in every weight and type 
rather foolish with bare head. They are most becoming, of silk, from the sheerest chiffon to lustrous velvets. | A 
developed in velvet, tulle or lamé, and so soft they can be splendid quality of crepe, just right for the most exquisite 
folded in the pocket of your wrap. lingerie, comes at about a dollar a [Continued on page 121] 
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extravagant versions treatment of the 

of each of the hats contrasting fur 

ilustrated here, but scarf. Hat of 

we have tried to se- black felt and 

lect the most wear- pony 

able models. y 
There is a wide Co urtes y of 


variety of styles this 
fall, so don’t grab the Russeks, N. Y. 


first shape shown you. 

If your face is not 
youthful enough to wear the poke bonnet 
there’s the draped turban, the soft béret 
and the ear tab effect. 


Courtesy of 
Hyland Bros. 
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By HELEN WOODWARD 


SAID in my article in last month’s Smart Set that most 
people who are considered incompetent are not stupid 
or lazy. They are simply misplaced. They have the 
wrong jobs. Square pegs in round holes. I illustrated my 
remarks by describing the careers of certain women whom I 
happen to know. The women I mentioned are highly capable, 
yet they floundered around for years, until each of them— 
through some lucky accident—found the work she liked and 
was fitted to do. They might. have 


knack of wheedling and cajoling peopie. You don’t like to 


introduce yourself to strangers.” 


HE admitted that much. “But what should I do?” she 
asked. “I’ve got to make my living.” 
The banker reflected a moment. “I can’t say offhand but I 
do know that your natural line is system, instead of selling.” 
“How do you make that out?” she inquired. 
“Why, you’ve just told me that you 


make notes of everything you read, 


saved themselves a lot of worry and 


that you keep a diary and a card index 


disappointment if they had started 
on the right road at the beginning. 

It is amazing how many young wo- 
men and young men, too, are am- 
bitious to work at something for 
which they have absolutely no ca- 
pacity and which they wouldn't like 
if they tried. A friend of mine, a 
bright, well-educated, studious girl, got 
an idea that she would like to go into 
the bond business. She was inspired 
by reading some stories of women who 
had great successes in selling bonds. 


yy she was looking for an 
opening in a financial concern 
she happened to meet the president of 
the bank where she kept her tiny 
account and she told him what she 
was trying to do. 

This banker was a kindly man with 
a large experience in life. After he 
talked with her a few minutes he saw 
that she would never be able to sell 
anything. She was the wrong type 
altogether and she didn’t know what 
selling meant. She thought it meant 


here is nothing more im- 

portant than to learn your 
own capacity. Take mental 
stock of yourself before you 
start. There are certain fun- 
damental traits in your char- 
acter which form a sort of 
keynote to your abilities. 


If you are shy, retiring and 
inarticulate in company, 
you are certain to make a mess 
of any job in which you are 
supposed to meet or dicuss 
things with many people. 


If you hate office work— 
then my advice to you is not to 
try office work. Get some- 
thing that will take you out- 
doors most of your time 


file. You're a natural systematizer.” 
He paused a moment and picked up 
his desk telephone. “By the way, I’ve 
just thought of something,” he said. 
“J think I know where you'll be very 
useful.” 


H* telephone conversation and a 
letter of introduction led to her 
connection with one of the large New 
York hotels, where she was put in 
charge of the banqueting arrangements 
of the house. 

This hotel needed somebody badly. 
It has three or four banqueting rooms, 
and almost every evening some con- 
vention or association gives its annual 
banquet there. There are times when 
all the rooms are occupied and four 
big dinners are going on at once. 

It is my friend’s job to make the 
arrangements for these banquets. Her 
system is marvelous. When the com- 
mittees come to the hotel to see about 
the dinners or luncheons, they are 
referred to her. At her elbow there 


nice little visits to wealthy, well-mannered people, a friendly 
chat and an order for some thousands of dollars worth of bonds. 


E ENLIGHTENED her. He showed her that to sell 
anything by personal solicitation one must have a sort 
of brazen assurance and that one must not mind rebuffs. 
“You're too sensitive,” he remarked, “and you haven’t the 
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is a card file containing forty or fifty different dinner menus. 
She has seating plans of the various banquet rooms with every 
table and chair indicated by a number. She has everything 
in perfect order. Before she came there was never-ending 
confusion. People got in the wrong rooms by mistake; there 
were not enough tables; the orchestra played drinking songs 
at a dinner of the Anti-Saloon League, and coats and hats got 
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When you are considering your career 


remember you can always do better what you LIKE to do 
than what you THINK you OUGHT to do 


lost in the cloak rooms. Nothing like that happens any more. 
And my friend gets a salary equal to that of about ten 
stenographers. 

Yet this was another case of luck. If she had not talked 
with a banker who knew something she would probably be 
struggling desperately in the bond-selling business. 


ERE is nothing more important than to learn your own 
capacity. Take mental stock of yourself before you start. 
There are certain fundamental traits in your character which 
form a sort of keynote to your abilities. If you are shy, 
retiring and inarticulate in company you are cerain to make 
1 mess of any job in which you are supposed to meet 
or discuss things with many people. If your whole 
inclination is toward an outdoor life. if papers and 
figures bore you, if you hate office work. then my 
advice to you is not to try office work. Get some- 
thing that will take you outdoors most of your time. 
Once I had a girl working for me who was cer- 
tainly out of place, though she was so intelligent and 
energetic that she made 
my head swim. Her fads 
were golfing, tennis, swim- 
ming and walking. It was 
strange that with all this 
love of the great outdoors 
she could not write even 
passably good advertising 
copy about sporting goods. 
She could not even describe 
a golf ball in print. Words 
were her trouble. 


HIS girl saw she was 

not making good and 
on her own initiative she 
went and got a job with a 
huge store on Madison 
Avenue that specializes in 
camp and golf equipment, 
and sporting clothes. She 
became a saleswoman there. 
The last time I saw her she 
was one of the stars among 
the salespeople. She knew 
how to load up a golfer 
with brassies, niblicks and 
midirons until he could 
hardly stand. 


OVE is more powerful 

than logic and desire is 
a stranger force than reason. 
When you are considering 
your own career and won- 
dering what you ought to 
do, just remember that you 
can always do better what 
you really like to do than 
what you think you ought 
to do. People who are try- 
ing to accomplish some- 
thing for which they are 
not fitted are really going 
against the grain. They are 
doing what they think they 
ought to do. Don't fall 


into that error. Look into 
the bottom of your own 
inner consciousness and plan 
your career along the line 


“RUSSELL ‘PATTERSON 


of your greatest desire. Whatever in the way of achievement 
gives you the most joy is certainly your line of least resistance. 

Suppose you have no ambition except to dress beautifully. 
You like fabrics and laces and ribbons and can watch every 
shade of color. Yuu see and remember what other girls are 
wearing without even trying. People may try to make you 
ashamed of this preoccupation with clothes but don’t let 
them. It is just as creditable to love clothes and beauty as 
it is to love cup custards or automobiles. 

If the love of clothes and fabrics touches you more deeply 
than anything else, then don’t go into the real estate business 
or become a stenographer in a lawyer’s office. Get into the 
clothes business. Start as a 
stenographer or saleswoman in 
a store where beautiful clothes 
are sold. No matter how humble 
your beginning may be, start 
there. Take even less money 
than you would get in some 
other line. You see, the point 
is that you would fit naturally 
into such an environment. «Then, 
if you are intelligent, even- 
tempered and persistent, you 
are certain to rise. But if you 
had gone to that wholesale 
grocery that would have given 
you more money at the start 
you would be typing letters about 
crates of onions the rest of your 
life. 


v= there are people who 
are interested in onions and 
to them they are just as vital 
as an interest in dresses. 

The illogical approach to life 
often leads to the most amusing 
situations. I know a woman 
who has made herself one of 
the leading authorities on food 
and food values in the United 
States. One day she invited me 
to luncheon. Her kitchen was 
a perfect model. The kitchen 
sink was arranged exactly so 
many inches above the floor. 
Everything was done by elec- 
tricity. The place was full of 
whirring machinery. She ex- 
plained the scientific importance 
of each little device. On the 
wall there were printed tables 
of the calories and proteins in 
the various kinds of foods. 

The guests admired all this 
with polite murmurs and ex- 
[Continued on page 101] 


U ness you have some un- 
usual natural talent for a defi- 
nite business pursuit, the best 
way—in my opinion—to make 
your beginning in business is 
as a stenographer. But be a 
good one. In my twenty 
years of business life I have 
met only six good stenographers 
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©o Be Jllusive and Alluring. ~Go Be Mysterious 


©o Be Geminine~Co Glave Charm~Go Have Self-onfidence 
©o “Have “Personality. Go Fave Ghese Qualities, 
©o Be the NEW Girl, You Girst Must 


have been thinking over 
what I told you last 
month. If you read the ar- 
ticle carefully you will know 
just why the flapper came 
and why she is departing, so 
we need not go over that, 
but step straight on to con- 
sider what causes personality. 
Hundreds of girls must 
have hated having to be in- 
fantile, must have loathed exuberance and irresponsibility, but, 
without reasoning about it, they subconsciously knew it was 
what they had to demonstrate to please men or be left on the 
shelf. Now they know that they can be themselves. Thus the new 
girl is evolving and it is to her, the lovely creature who is rising 
on the crest of the wave, that I want to write so that I can help 
her to be perfection. How awful to be a back number in 
anything! 


| HOPE, girls, that you 


HE new girl knows that when man’s hunting instinct is 

once aroused, mystery is what draws it on! So she has 
become feminine, illusive and alluring; she is aware that the 
boyish pal no longer draws and that the 
irresponsible baby is as dead as a last year’s 
hat! She senses that she must now cul- 
tivate her mind—a little—so as to be mys- 
terious and she must appeal to the imagina- 
tion instead of the blatant sex or the 
“daddy” instinct. Do you know, girls, 
America was the only country where there 
were “daddies”? Any European man would 
be wild with indignation at being called or 
considered as such and all this as I analyzed 
for you in the beginning of these articles, 
because the men were so tired they only 
wanted to be let alone. 

But what the new girl has to cultivate is 
personality. To charm she cannot be one of a 
bunch as the flappers were, all silly, all curly, 
all infantile. She must be individual, she must 
make each man she wishes to attract feel 
that there is much to discover in her. So 
her first step is to remodel her own char- 
acter. She must review herself in the ab- 
stract. If she wants to succeed she need 
not mind doing this ruthlessly, because no 
one else will hear her verdict and so her 
vanity will not be wounded. But she must 
mercilessly dissect herself, become ac- 
quainted with her own faults and stupidities 
and become aware of her strongest tempta- 
tions; then, like a general, she can marshal 
and direct her forces. 


O ONE can have personality who is 
nervous and self-conscious. These 
two failings must be conquered. My new 
girl must acquire self-confidence; this will 
come as soon as she knows that she pos- 


Cu tivate 


sesses something to be con- 
fident about. She certainly 
possesses youth and ambi- 
tion and a certain amount 
of knowledge. Daily she 
can increase the latter and 
go her way quietly taking 
every care of her physica! 
charms, disciplining herself 
to make sacrifices to dress 
well if she is not rich, to 
enhance her physical attrac- 
tion in every way. Any girl can do this if she tries. 
GAIN personality she must discriminate and never give 
an opinion that she does not believe in. For instance, I 
am often asked to go and see new moving pictures to give my 
opinion for publicity purposes. If I go and I like the picture, 
I say so and would say so just as readily for an enemy as a 
friend; if I do not like it, I remain silent. Nothing would 
induce me to express approval when I do not feel it and so my 
opinion is valued. And my new girl must be likewise, never 
bombastic or didactic, but firm in her own likes and dislikes. 
She must read books and think thoughts and polish her critical 
faculties so that she can have a view- 
point that is interesting. 

If she has any talent, let her cultivate 
it and use it as a charm. She must also 
decide what type of hair and dress and 
hat really suits her, and endeavor to 
give all three an individual twist, a 
“something” which differentiates. If 
her character is really strong, and she 
is really a personality, she has but to 
polish all her mental and bodily attrac- 
tions. She need never bother about the 
effect she is producing upon the men 
she meets; she will inevitably attract 
them because they will sense that there 
is something to discover in her. 

But thousands of nice girls are not 
very strong characters, and will find it 
difficult to emerge satisfactorily from 
the irresponsible flapper stage into the 
attractive modern girl. To them I 
quote, “Assume a virtue if you have it 
not.” If your object is to succeed in 
being a personality, watch and note the 
reactions you cause in others and then 
tune your methods into those which 
you have seen have brought you suc- 
cess, or have the courage to prune 
those which experience has taught you 
bring failure. 

A girl heard me saying that a cul- 
tivated mind was charming and she 
came to me indignantly to protest that 
I was wrong. She herself was ex- 
tremely cultivated but had always found 
dismal failure! I could not tell her as 
I longed to do for her good, that it 
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was obvious why she was 
a failure. Not a single 
personal attraction had 
been cultivated although 
she was not poor or ugly. 
She fidgeted all the time 
and her voice was like a 
peacock’s. 

And by the way, girls, 
I am going to write a 
whole article upon this 
subject of the voice! It 
is terribly important. I 
did venture to ask this 
girl if she thought a gar- 
den would be pleasing if 
the rose bushes and lily 
blooms were obscured by 
weeds which were taller 
than they, and so struck 
the eye first! 


R remember that the 
eye must be pleased to 
begin with and this im- 
mediately! Next, the ear 
should be soothed by 
sweet sounds. The mind 
can be interested then by 
words which convey intel- 
ligence and sympathy and 
something intriguing. My 
girl” must never fidget! 
She must keep as still as 
she possibly can. Have 
vou ever seen a magnetic 
personality restless, incon- 
sequent or gesticulative 
in ordinary conversation? 
No. Magnetic persons are 
always quiet and force- 
iul; they do not scatter 
their energies. 

So if I could have 
spoken out to the girl 
who came to see me, I 
would have said, ‘First 
of all go to a_ beauty 
parlor, then get some be- 
coming clothes, then learn 
to keep still, then modu- 
late your voice, and then 
you will have a chance of 
saying a word now and 
then which will arouse the 
interest of the men you 
may be with and cause 
them to realize that your 
mind is cultivated and 


that they could discover very interesting thoughts in it!” 


Another Straight Galk Go Young Women 
Sy ELINOR GLYN 


Ghe Glapper is a thing of the past. Unless 

you want to be a back number you must learn 

how to enhance your physical attraction and 

your mental allurement. ¢cMadame Glyn 
shows you the way in this article 


this carefully, and then, if 
you want to enter the 
field of those out to gain 
personality, have courage 
to go through a ruthless 
personal examination and 
count up your assets and 
stumbling blocks. The 
only way to begin satis- 
factorily is to know where 
you are! 

Some girls have social 
ambitions; they would like 
to visit Europe and be- 
come acquainted with the 
aristocracies which still 
survive in diminished 
splendor there. These will 
have to especially 
clever and take great pains 
over their polishing. I 
would like to tell you 
sometime of the manners 
and customs of some of 
these courts; they are 
quite interesting. 


THERS may want to 
be artists or musi- 
cians, or go on the stage, 
or become moving picture 
stars. All of these goals 
are easier to secure if you 
have personality, if your 
taste in dress is good, and 
your manners perfect, and 
your voice attractive. It is 
quite ridiculous to imagine 
you are going to jump at 
and catch prizes just be- 
cause you desire to do so! 
You must first make 
yourself the square peg 
for the square hole or the 
round peg for the round 
hole! But this point has 
always been difficult to 
ram into people’s heads! 
I have heard the most 
ridiculous indignation ex- 
pressed by girls because 
they did not obtain some- 
thing they were about as 
fitted for as you or I 
would be to stand up 
against Gene Tunney. 
I know a gir! who, two 
years ago, was just a 
usual bobbed-headed non- 


entity with a nice character undistinguishable from the mil- 


Apasia or Egeria would not have a ghost of a chance now if lions. When I aroused her sense of humor, she began to de- 
they neglected their skins, wore unbecoming garments and had velop a personality, Next month I am going to talk about 


peacock’s voices! I do ask you, before I finish. girs, to read 


choosing one’s companions. 


P.S. Our editor has said you may write to SMART Set if you wish, 


and ask me questions and I will see that you receive helpful answers 
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SHE 
Was “Ghrough 
With 


HE 


Was “Ged Up 
On ‘Women” 


BUT.- 
She ‘Was Such a 


nibbled at them, as one unconsciously nibbles at but- 

tered nuts and Turkish delight until only salt and 
powdered sugar are left. He glanced at the pretty creatures 
forever set before him but he never hungered for them. Ladies 
did not suspect his entire lack of appetite, for Blaine had been 
born a gentleman, irremediably. But to those of the sex 
elect he could occasionally unburden himself by confiding in 
a voice vibrant with sincerity that he was “fed up on women.” 

Whether his hearers believed his statement is Of no moment. 
He believed it. And it gave him the allure of invulnerability 
which most men must pay for with heartaches or relentless 
years. 

Yet the exact center of the mob scene extraordinary on the 
terrace of the Springdale Country Club was Blaine Cornwall. 
Blaine Cornwall, just returned to the States from a leisurely 
year in the Latin Quarter of Paris, where he hadn’t pre- 
tended to paint or write or sing, where he had lived simply 
because it amused him. 


B inte Cornwall was fed up on women. He still 
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At any hour he could put on a clean collar, cross the river 
and command the respect of the haughtiest headwaiters in 
Paris. He could cross the channel and do the same. He 
could cross the ocean and do the same. For he had per- 
sonality, and money to back it up with. It was because of all 
this that the terrace of the Springdale club house presented 
a vivid spectacle of youth and beauty and ambition when 
Blaine Cornwall, having played his usual steady game around 
the old home course with the deliberate Tom Brown, came 
up from the showers ahead of him and began to greet the 
groups at the bridge tables. 

“Marjie! It’s great to see you again. Ina Peyton, is your 
spouse still the jealous heavy in the piece? And here’s Polly, 
grown a lady while my back was turned. How’s your mother, 
Miss Polly? Hello, everybody!” 

“Tt’s good old Blaine!” 

“Why, it’s Mr. Cornwall, home again.” 

“Where’s your French bride, old dear? 
one? Or didn’t you like French women?” 


Haven’t you got 


on 
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DOROTHY MILLER’S 


“By 
(CLARENCE ‘ROWE 


N o,” said Marian, cold- 
ly, “I don’t care to meet 
you. I’m fed up on men” 


Pretty voices were raised in delighted 
welcome. Beautifully cared for hands 
were extended towards Blaine. A bevy 
of women and girls surrounded him. 
At first glance Blaine could scarcely 
distinguish between them, but a sec- 
ond look sufficed for drawing the divid- 
ing line. Slim, silken legs, straight 
silken figures, silken waved hair that 4 
varied little save in color and neck { 
line. The dainty feminine creatures 
might all have been born on the same 
day, and that a day when the fates had 
chosen to be kind. But after the first gay exchange of greet- 
ings the women, with a single exception, had gone back to 
their iced drinks and cards. 

This exception continued to sit in the chair she was oc- 
cupying when Blaine made his triumphal entry. She sat, as 
one accustomed to sitting so, on the outermost edge of every- 
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thing, completely with- 
drawn from everybody. 
It was her aloofness that 
first caught Blaine’s eye. 
It was the quality of her 
detachment which held it. 
She seemed absolutely 
unaware of the excite- 
ment around her. She 
stared back at Blaine 
Cornwall, eye to eye, 
and she didn’t even see 
him. Great, innocent, 
Madonna eyes under a 
coronet of heavy crossed 
braids looking at him 
and not even seeing him! 
It was a new sensation 
for the popular Blaine, 
one not too pleasant. He 
endured it for a while 
but in the end he was 


puzzled into being tact- 
less. He asked one 
woman a question about - 
another. 


“Ina,” he said to the mi 
pretty  sharp-featured 
young matron, ‘“who’s 
the nice little thing over 
there by herself? And 
why?” 

“Nobody knows, no- 
body cares,” Ina Peyton 
responded. ‘Marian Mack by name, a wallflower by 
birth. She hasn’t spoken ten words to anybody 
since she and her father came to town.” 

“She’s timid?” 

“She’s dumb. What’s she got to be timid about? 
Her father plays atrocious golf and murders the 
King’s English. But he’s wealthy enough to get 
by anyhow. They live at the Springdale Hotel. 
Interested?” 

“Yes, in spite of your recommendation. She 
reminds me of somebody, I can’t think who. I'd 
like to meet her.” 

Ina raised her voice instead of rising. 

“Oh, Miss Marian Mack!” she called out. “You look 
lonely. Come on over. Blainey thinks you’re a nice little 
thing and wants to meet you.” / 

Blaine Cornwall could have choked the friend of his school 
days cheerfully. But he grinned as he turned from her, and 
advanced towards the motionless girl. 
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ve look as though 
you might have 
some sense, but if ever a 
girl needed a man to be 
a hard-boiled brother 
to her, you’re that girl’’ 


“You'll 


“Thanks for the introduction, Ina,” he said amiably. 
consider it one, won't you, Miss Mack?” 

The girl rose indifferently. 

“No,” she said walking away. 
I’m fed up on men.” 

This from a wallflower! If one of the roses on the trellis 
against the club house had parted its red petals and spoken 
so, the people on the terrace could not have been more 
astonished. 

“Well, of all things!” 

“Did you hear what she said?” 

“Believe it or not.” 


“IT don’t care to meet you. 


LAINE CORNWALL, snubbed for the first time in his life, 
handled the situation as best he could. 

“She spurns me,” he groaned. “With the unerring instinct 
of a child, she knows I’m a villain at heart.” y 

Denials and laughter greeted this sally and the popular 
wrath died down. After all, the girl hurt nobody but herself 
by being rude. And Ina Peyton had given her cause for 
anger. Ina was not repentant, however. 

“My!” she said. “Isn't she a nice little thing!” 

Marian, Mack swung around on a tiny heel. 

“No, Mrs. Peyton, I’m not,” she retorted in a low scornful 
voice. “If I were a homely old married woman I might 
play spider, too.” 

In other sections of Springdale the heated exchange of 
discourtesies might have resulted in a riot call. Not so at 
the country club. 

“Really,” said Ina Peyton and turned her back. And 


enough conversation to cover even a marital quarrel burst 
forth instantaneously. 
society. 

With her chin high, Marian Mack got into her expensive 
roadster and departed. 
on, old hoss, I work for a livin’,” Tom roared. 
to the drugs for little Willie.” 


They do these things neatly in polite 


Tom Brown rescued Blaine. “Come 
“Tt’s back 
And the episode of the terrace 


was closed for that particular day at least. 

But Blaine Cornwall was not done with Marian 
Mack. She had arrested his wandering attention 
as girls couldn’t any more, theoretically. She had 
thrown into his teeth a phrase he himself used in 
moments of boredom. So she was fed up, too, was 
she? They had that in common, anyhow, and 
somehow more. Hunger for real comradeship. 
Blaine knew intuitively that it was because Marian 
was lonely that she swore and lied and fought when 
attention was directed to her loneliness. But for 
all her misbehavior, she was a nice little thing. 
She had the most wonderful eyes, and eyes that 
haunted Blaine Cornwall must be beautiful eyes. 
What was there about them that tantalized his 
memory so? 

Blaine saw Marian the next day in Tom Brown’s 
drug store. It was Saturday, a little before noon, 
when Blaine dropped in to find out how soon Tom 
would be able to get away for his afternoon punish- 
ment on the golf links. Tom was back in his 
prescription department, so Blaine loafed over the 
cigar counter, conducting a series of reunions. 


ARIAN MACK came in with something of the 
air of a sleep-walker. The men who stepped 
out of her way to let her pass simply didn’t exist. 
Least of ail the citizen from Paris. She brushed 
against him with the blank expression only an attrac- 
tive girl can assume without appearing stupid, and 
went directly to the far end of the soda fountain. 
When a homely red-haired youngster stepped up for 
her order, she dismissed him and gestured towards 
the good-looking youth mixing drinks near the front. 
Blaine watched her as she engaged him in a conver- 
sation. The youth first seemed surprised, wary, 
then acquiescent. His face betrayed him. But 
Marian’s did not. Having apparently gained her 
point, she smiled at the lad and walked the length 
of the store past the fountain again to the counters 
in front. Looking up Blaine watched her choose 
an unoccupied place and seat herself. Five seconds 
later he stood beside the same seat, stuffing his 
cap in his pocket. 

a me,” he said, “but haven’t we met before some 
place? 

The girl regarded him with a look as cool as her own 
flowerlike person seemed, in spite of the summer heat. 

“I think not,” she replied. “I’ve never been in jail yet.” 

“Ah, you haven’t? Jails are quite interesting, these days. 
They have bars, you know.” 

A little smile twitched at closed lips. 

“If you want to get into one,” said Miss Marian Mack, 
“just keep on the way you're going.” 

“Thank you!” Blaine was excessively grateful. “I'll be 
glad to sit down. What will you have?” 

“Help, soon.” She gazed pointedly out of the window 
beside her at Springdale’s one traffic policeman. “He’d prob- 
ably get a big thrill out of making an arrest.” 

“Old Jake? My dear child, he wouldn’t arrest me if you 
begged him to with tears in your eyes. I used to go fishing 
with him when a minnow could have pulled me into the 
water.” Blaine shook his head regretfully. “Old Jake won’t 
help you. Don’t scream; you'd waste your breath.” 

‘O* SECOND thought, I won’t. Perhaps you carry a 
card case on your hip?” 

“I do not. Um a law-abiding American. 
tyke, do you tote a flask?” 

Marian Mack, opened her beaded handbag, and displayed 
an article of chased silver that could be called by no other 
name. 

“Who doesn’t?” she asked. “But it’s empty. Perhaps—” 
she bent over towards him, “perhaps, since you’re such a friend 
of Mr. Brown’s 

The red-headed boy slammed glasses of water down between 
them, and beat impatiently on his tin tray. It was a nuisance 
to have people take such a long time to give their orders 
at the fountain. 

“What’ll you take?” he demanded. 

“Grape juice, double,” said Marian. 
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“Make it two, and snappy,” Blaine ordered. The, boy 
disappeared more meekly than he had come. “Are you daring 
to suggest that I get liquor for you from Tom Brown?” 

“Well—” 

When a pretty girl looks injured men eusually apologize first 
and ask why they did it afterward. Not so Blaine Cornwall. 

“Ina Peyton was right,” he said. “You look as if you 
might have some sense, but you're as dumb as they make 
‘em. If ever a girl needed a man to be a hard-boiled brother 
to her, you're that girl, And I’m the man fate brought back 
trom Europe to reform you. Give me that fool bottle, Marian 
Mack.” 

“For a souvenir of this happy occasion?” Marian handed 
him the flask obediently. “Do take it, with my compliments. 
It’s too small, anyhow.” 

Blaine examined his acquisition. 


7 OO small for what?” he asked, when his nose had done 
its share of the investigation. “You’ve never had it 
filled.” 

“Don’t you suppose I know that? It’s a new one. But 
you can have it. I don't like it.” 

“I don’t like it, either, and I know where the junk yard 
is. Well—” he raised the glass of grape juice the red-headed 
boy set before him—‘here’s to the beginning of our beautiful 
friendship.” 

A wistful little look supplanted the hard coldness that glazed 
Marian’s features. 

“Is that what this is?” she asked, with a shyness that 
matched her eyes rather than the manners she had been 
displaying. 

“It’s all of that,” said Blaine. “You don’t suppose I’m 
in the habit of going so far out of my way to meet a girl, 
do you? But When I saw you yesterday I read your signals 
of distress. I want to help you to be happy if—” 

Marian rose quickly, a red spot burning in each cheek. 

“You needn’t feel sorry for me,” she said. “I don’t need sym- 
pathy. I can _ take 
care of myself, thank 
you.” 

“Then why don’t 
you?” inquired Blaine, 
accompanying her 
calmly as she started 
for the door. To that 
he received no answer. 

He flung a_ coin 
down with the soda 
check. Marian stopped 
to buy a box of powder 
and he stood beside 
her while she waited 
for her package and 
her change. Waiting, 
she did what she must 
have known better than 
to do. She lit a cigar- 
ette. 


ae are places 
in the world where 
women are expected to 
smoke, where they 
fancy themselves con- 
spicious if they don’t. 
But the drug store of 


and his customer. “I'd never have thought it of you, Miss 
Mack. You're corruptin’ morals around here, young lady? 
This is the decentest white-ribbon drug store in the country. 
Don't exactly care about ladies smokin’ in it.” 

Marian threw down her cigarette and stepped on it. 

“Oh, well, if I'm shocking the natives I suppose I can exist 
a few minutes longer on one drag,’ she remarked. “It’s a 
great life.” 


“WT IS that,” agreed Blaine. He followed her to her car 

parked at the curb and kept a foot on the running-board as 
she started the motor. “I’m enchanted by the way you swear 
and drink and smoke. I'd like to dance with you. Will you 
go out to the dinner dance at the country club with me 
tonight? Be yourself and say, ‘yes’.” 

Marian’s chin went up again. 

“Sorry. I make my Saturday night dates six months ahead. 
Mr. Cornwall. But probably you can find somebody to go 
with you. Ask Mr. Brown to help you. Or Mrs. Peyton. 
Or the employment agency.” 

“Thanks for the tip. Now let me give you one. Being 
disagreeable and smarty never got anybody anywhere, little 
girl. I don’t care how sore you are at the world, you'd better 
cut it out before it gets to be a habit!” 

“Why didn’t you?” asked the girl. She ignored the 
location of his foot and let out her clutch. Apparently 
satisfied with having got-the last word, she drove off. 

Blaine Cornwall regained his balance and looked thought- 
fully after the young lady in the lavender sport model car. 

“Now,” he mused, “where was it we met before?” 


IHE man was in evening clothes but no matter how he was 
dressed Blaine Cornwall would have recognized him by the 
scar on his cheek. The scar resembled a dimple and nothing 
could be more incongruous than a dimple in that lean face. 
Once marked, the owner thereof could not be forgotten 
Biaine regretted being with Peyton as he discovered Ina 
Peyton with the old fellow in a secluded corner of the dark 
veranda, where the Saturday night dance music and the club 
house lights penetrated but softly. Ina screamed, carefully. 
Peyton worked hithself up into a calculated rage. 
“Madam.” he said, “what is the [Continued on page 96) 


a small town is not one 
of these places. A girl 
who does it courts 
criticism and knows it. 

“Smoking isn’t so 
smart,” Blaine Corn- 
wall commented. “In 
this instance it’s both 
vulgar and childish, as 
I suppose you're 
aware.” 

“Hey, how do you 
get that way?” asked 
Tom Brown, as_ he 
came up to his friend 


_ I make my Saturday 
night dates six months ahead, 
Mr. Cornwall,” said the 
nice little thing. She ig- 
nored his foot on the run- 
ning-board and started off 
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What Really “Happens 


hen Women Work 


F YOU are one or 
the ten million wo- 
men who work side 


| 


by side with men you 

must have wondered, a3 
perhaps it has actually 
bothered you, just what Z® 
effects such close rela- 
tionship has had upon #&* \ 
you 


And if perchance you (¢ 
do not work in an office ~ 


or a shop or a factory 7 ~ 
but are one of those girls i a 


who, luckily or unluck- 4 
ily, does not come into 

daily business contact 

with men, I feel sure ; ‘ 
you have noticed that ‘With “Drawings 
you are different from ‘By “ROBB BEEBE 


the women who do work 
with men and that has 
puzzled you too. 

The business girl and 
the home girl are different. 
will agree with me on that. 

But in what ways do you change when 
you shift from the kitchen or drawing- 
room to the office? 

Is the change good or bad? 

What happens to you and what happens 
to the men? 


I believe you 


Fone a year ago I heard a mother 
bewailing her fate and that of her 
daughter because the latter had been - 

forced through economic stress to accept a position as filing 
clerk in a large law office. 

“Whatever will become of her,” sobbed the mother. “We 
have done everything we could to surround Ellen with gentil- 
ity. We have saved and stinted to give her a decent educa- 
tion. And now this must happen. I’m just frightened to 
death that business will be her undoing.” 

“Have you no confidence in your daughter?” I asked. 
Knowing this twenty-year-old girl as I did, I was astonished 
her mother should get into such a panic. 

“It isn’t that, doctor,” she replied. “I trust Ellen. But, 
oh, I don’t know. This being with men every day, I just 
can’t help but fear the worst.” 

I laughed. My experience with business women made 
this woman’s misgivings appear so ridiculous but I did not 
argue the point then. 

“Give her six months,” I 
think after that.” 

Long before the six months were up I happened to meet 
both mother and daughter on the street. 

That the girl had changed there could be no question. 


said. “Let us hear what you 


From a timid, shy, re- 
tiring girl Ellen had de- 
veloped into a dynamic. 
vivacious, well-poised, so- 
cially acceptable woman. 
All in all her feminine per- 
sonality had become en- 
hanced several hundred per 
cent. 

“I’m not worrying any 


more,” the mother said. 
“Business made Ellen 
change, as you see, but 


luckily she changed in the 
right direction.” 


UT it wasn’t luck that 


made Ellen change. 
Not by a long shot. The 
mother’s remark implied 


that her daughter had es- 
caped a usual fate through 
unusually favorable circum- 


H ere is a prevalent, 
but mistaken idea, of 


c stances. According to her, 
what happens in an Ellen had had a “lucky 
office when a pretty break.” 
girl employee passes Rightly solicitous though 
by. It’s not true be- she was, this particular 
cause the more fre- mother was ignorant of the 
quent contacts of men facts. | Undoubtedly she 

thought she knew a lot 


with women in busi- 


about what men think and 


ness have lessened 
romantic appeal rath- 
er than heightened it 


do when they work. From 
what she drew her con- 
clusions that the influence 
of the male upon the female 
co-worker is so pernicious, I do not know. I do know, though, 
that they are conclusions absolutely at variance with the truth. 

You younger generation of women do not mistrust men as 
much as your mothers do for one thing. You know men 
better than your mothers. This is because men have been 
more frank and free with you and probably because you 
yourselves have been more frank and free, less finicky, with 
them. 

And for another thing, unless a woman has not actually had 
business experience herself she does not realize that men at 
business are not the same as men outside of business. 

The non-business woman is ignorant of that difference. 

She does not realize that a man keeps his business side 
and his social side apart. 

There are exceptions, to be sure, but if ever you, a woman, 
have had the experience of meeting your buss or fellow 
masculine worker outside the office you will agree that their 
social personalities and reactions can change from their busi- 
ness personalities and reactions as markedly as day and night. 

Indeed, you women often express surprise concerning this 


very point. 
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DR. LOUIS E. BISCH 


cAnswers the Questions 


“Raised by Every Mother 


Who “Has a “Daughter 
Jn “Business 


It happens that in the course of psychoanalytic investigations 
of women they have often expressed themselves quite freely 
on this particular subject. Often, also, the expression has 
been mingled with regret. 

A pretty stenographer said to me one day, “I wish I had 
never accepted my employer’s invitation to dinner. I re- 
spected him in the office. He was so businesslike, no com- 
pliments or fooling or any nonsense whatsoever, but since he 
has allowed the personal side of his nature to show itself, an 
ideal of mine has gone smash and I believe I'll resign my job.” 


NOTHER young woman, about twenty-three years of age, 
A had this to say, “It was just too bad that I had to meet 
Mr. W. at a dance that night. We'd been working together in 
the same room for nearly three years and I had no idea he 
liked me any more than any one of the other three girls in 
the place. But that night I saw him in an entirely new light. 
And I didn’t like it a bit. How terribly different men can 
be when they get away from the office.” 

An older woman of my acquaintance who had been doing 
office work for upwards of ten years remarked, “No harm, 
not even the shattering 
of an ideal, will come 
to any girl who works 
if she makes it a strict 
rule never to meet her 
employer or fellow 
worker outside of busi- 
ness hours. But if she 
does, it may all turn 
out quite differently.” 

Whether or not it is 
wise for a girl to go 
out with a man with 
whom she works is be- 
side the point here. 


‘ie wife or 


mother who 
believes men 
sit around shar- 
ing chocolates 
with pretty as- 
sistants should 
wake up. The 
iness man 
is resentful to- 
ward the assist- 
ant who would 
interfere with 
his work 


ERSONALLY I feel 

that it is unwise. 
By this I do not mean 
to imply that the man 
you work with can be- 
come or will become 
particularly objection- 
able simply because he 
has been associated 
with you for hours 
each day under other 
circumstances. 

Working with you does not make him lose respect for you or 
make him think that he has any claims either upon your time 
or feelings any more than any other comparative stranger has. 

No, the unwise ceature of meeting fellow workers after 
hours is that it may affect the work for which you are hired 
and paid. 

As I stressed before, man keeps his business life separate 
from his social and, shall I say, love life? 
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@Ghis noted psychiatrist punctures some mis- 
conceptions about girls in the business world 


If he takes you out there is always the danger that he may 
fall in love with you. 

And if he does and you are around when he works, his 
affection will interfere with his work and he will resent it. 


HIS cardinal characteristic of the masculine character 
may not be very pleasing to you women. Nevertheless it 
is this very cleavage between work and love or work and 
play that acts as a safeguard and protects you from annoyance 
when you sit side by side with men and work with them. 
The man who, for want of a better term, I will say fools 
around with women in the office is neither a man who is 
serious of purpose nor is he one who runs true to type. 
The real he man accepts you as a fellow worker in per- 
spective fashion free from sentiment. 
He realizes that you are a wage earner the same as he is. 
He knows full well that he must treat you and your work 
seriously if he is to obtain from you results and cooperation 
that are worth while. 
He may go so far as to call you by your first name but he 
will not confuse such friendliness with familiarity. 

His work, mind you, is his 
ambition. It is by his work 
that man climbs and succeeds. 
Man’s work comes first above 
every other value. It is by 
his achievements at work that 
the world appraises him. 


NWARDLY every man feels 

unkindly towards anything 
which interferes with his work, 
even if it be a pretty assistant. 

It occurs occasionally that 
a man falls in love with a girl 
in his office. Sometimes he 
cannot help himself. 

One such instance comes to 
mind. It took only a month 
for this particular treasurer of 
a large corporation to fall des- 
perately in love with the new 
secretary. I recall how he 
came to see me all upset. 

“T have been surrounded by 
young women for years,” he 
said. “And some of them have 
been mighty good looking too. 
I have never found it the least 
difficult to consider these young ladies except in a strictly 
business light. Now this little body comes along and I feel 
positively weak when we meet.” 

“There is a way out,” I suggested. 

“Certainly,” he replied. “But, hang it all, I’m even afraid 
to ask her.” 

Somehow he managed to pluck up courage to pop the 
question and so far as I know they [Continued on page 90] 
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“A Man in His Cime “Plays Many ‘Parts ~SBut the Safest “Rule, 


Even “When Jn Love, Js cAlways to 


| J fina c read much, I had always believed America a 


land of unfailing adventure and romance, but I had 
been in the blessed country five weeks, and nothing 
momentous had happened. I sat on a bench in Jackson Park, 
my long legs stretched out in front of me, rather regretting 
the whim which had induced me, when the newspapers had 
erroneously announced my return to England, to travel about 
the country incognito, seeking thrills. My thoughts were in- 
terrupted by the sound of a voice, which said sharply: 

“That's the bird!” I glanced up, and not twenty feet away. 
I saw two young men, eyeing me so significantly that I was 
impelled to examine myself for a sudden growth of feathers. 

Seeing my eyes upon them, the pair came toward me. One 
of them was short and heavily dressed in a suit that proved he 
knew how to select his clothes and could pay for what he 
wanted. 

The other was more imposing. He was a big man but his 
close-fitting serge seemed to mask his size. 

“How would you,” the big man asked me, “like to make a 
thousand dollars?” 

Being only moderately well off, I 
am always willing to dally with the 
idea of making money, provided it 
requires no unreasonable expenditure 
of effort, and not too long a time. 
I said so. 

“Do you know,” inquired the tall 
man, “that you are the living image 
of Lord Cocomber?” 

Inasmuch as I am Lord Cocomber, 
the announcement was not surpris- 
ing, but to have the fact presented 
as an item of new intelligence threw 
me so off center that I had no words. 


- ELL, you are!” he went on. 

“I’ve seen his picture in the 
papers, and I know. He’s been over 
here on a visit but he went back to 
England last week.” 

“How int’restin’,’ I murmured. 
“And what has all that to do with 
your jolly thousand dollars?” 

“We'll pay you one_ thousand 
bucks to pose as Lord Cocomber 
for two weeks.” 

I was too amazed to gasp. Such 
an easy way of earning a thousand— 
er—bucks, I never had imagined. 

“Why, old bean, I don’t mind. 
you know. Providin’ there’s nothin’ 
criminal, and all that es 

“Not at all,” the tall man declared. 

“We,” remarked the short chap, 
“are honest men.” 

“Yes, we are honest,” his com- 
panion emphasized. I rather liked « ~ 
him, but I couldn’t warm up to his 
friend. 

The thin chap sat down on the 
bench beside me. 
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ourself 


“Now then, the situation is just this: My friend here, Clar- 


ence Van Pick, has oodles of money, but no class 

“Oh, I wouldn’t say that, exactly,” Van Pick protested. 

“Well, not much class,” the other amended. 

“Um,” said Clarence, not entirely satisfied. 

“My name is Julius Royce,” the big man went on. “It will 
be easy for you to look us both up as we are tolerably well 
known in Chicago,” he said and continued, “fact is, Clar- 
ence here has fallen for the daughter of a millionaire who 
lives down in the country.” 

I looked at Clarence. “Does she love him?” 

“She does,” Van Pick affirmed 
with dignity. 
“Well, let that pass,” Royce said. 
“Clarence says she loves him, and 
we'll have to take his word for it. 
4 Women do have queer tastes. Her 
name’s Dottie Gore, and even if she 
ll does love him, her family’s so high- 


— thinks she’s hard-boiled,” Dottie said, “but 


if you ask me she needs a guardian” 
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Folly “Well Gold 
Gor the Gun of Jt 
“By 
WALTER 


MARQUISS 


J oan did not 
smile when I 
was presented 
to her but she 
did murmur, 
“I am glad to 
see you, Lord 
Cocomber” 


hat and all that they simply can’t even see him for dust.” 

“Oh, I say! Can't see him? You're spoofin’ me!” 

“Not a bit. On the level, they don’t even know he exists. 
He’s been trying to impress Popper and Mommer by blowing 
about his intimacy with the nobility. Fact is, he’s promised 
to bring a duke or something down there to spend the 
week-end.” 

“And all you desire of me is to pretend I’m Lord 
Cocomber?” 


With “Drawings 
from Life 
‘By 
EDWARD 


“You get a home run off 
the first pitch. Let’s go.” We 
= into a taxicab and started 
om, 

“By the way, old smelt,” I 

“My luggage, 


“Of course,” Julius said. 
“Where do you live?” 

I mentioned my hotel, and 
Julius directed the driver to 
go there. 

“You get your things to- 
gether while we wire Colonel 
Gore. Then we'll beat it for a 
train. I’m going along and see 
the show. Maybe I'll get some 
copy out of it.” 

“Copy?” 


“TULIUS,”’’ Clarence ex- 
plained, “is an author.” 

“How int’restin’,’ mur- 
mured. 

By the time I had thrown a 
few things into a couple of 
bags, Julius and Clarence were 
waiting for me, and we were 
off fo the station. On the way, 
Clarence suddenly piped up, 
“Say, I've got an idea!” 

Royce looked surprised. 

“To show how intimate I 
am with Lord Cocomber, I'll 
call him ‘Pickles’!” 

I glowered at the blighter. 
Never before in my life had I 
been called anything remotely 
like “Pickles.” 

“Why Pickles?” Julius 
asked. 

“Why? Cocomber—cucum- 
ber—Pickles. Don’t you see?” 

Julius laughed and clapped 
Van Pick on the back. 

‘Capital! Clarence, I 
shouldn’t be surprised if you 
turned out to have a brain, 
after all!” 

Aboard the train, conversa- 
tion languished. Julius stared 
out of the window, bored. 
Clarence smiled to himself, 

like some pleased monkey who has performed a trick. As for 
me, I was puzzling somewhat over my deportment. 
Having contracted to pose as Lord Cocomber for,two weeks 
I thought I ought to give the situation some thought. Just 
what would those country residents expect in an English lord? 
Curiously enough, it was Clarence who relieved me of my 
quandary when he retorted to some remark passed by Julius. 
“Be yourself!” said Clarence. 
To be sure, I thought, the simplest way to portray the 
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cs. the links one 


afternoon Joan said 
to me, “Pickles, 
you’re not such a 
bad egg, after all. 
You do shoot a good 
game of golf” 


character of myself would be 
to be myself. Odd I hadn't 
thought of it! 

The remark Julius had 
passed evidently had something 
to do with Dottie, Clarence’s 
beloved, for it set Van Pick 
off in a long dissertation upon 
her charms. 

“The young lady must be 
beautiful,” lobserved. “What!” 

“I'll tell the world,” Clar- 
ence offered. “I’m the luckiest 
man ever born. Dottie is ab- 
solutely the dearest, sweet- 
est 


“Oh, put on a new record,” 
said Julius. 

Colonel Malcolm P. Gore, 
the father of the adored Dot- 
tie, dwelt in Montewalla, a 
small town a good many miles 
from Chicago, and we arrived 
there late in the afternoon. A 
limousine that looked as big 
as a battleship was drawn up 
at the station. 

“This is the first time,” 
Clarence observed, “that Colo- 
nel Gore has ever come to the 
train to meet me.” 

“Don’t get conceited, Clar- 
ence,” Julius advised. “It’s 
all a courtesy to our noble 
guest.” He jabbed me with 


his elbow and I wanted to tramp on his toes but I refrained from such retaliation. 
Colonel Gore was amiable, brisk and alert. Doubtless he had traveled and 
doubtless he had met nobility before. Certainly he displayed no feeling of awe 
when he shook my hand. 
“Welcome to our city, Lord Cocomber,” he said. He then greeted Clarence 
and Julius and we all entered the big car. 


ERHAPS by accident, probably by design, the way led past the Colonel’s vast 
factory, which he pointed out with pride, explaining how he had built up a small I 
business until it was worth several millions. I listened politely, bored as one usually ' 
is by the self-told tale of a self-made man. Yet I liked Colonel Gore. He proved ‘ 
to be a friendly chap with a lively interest in things. j 
When the car was stopped at a point in the town to pick up Miss Dottie, I 
readily understood why Clarence looked at her with the eloquent expression of a e 
dying sheep. If she really loved him, it was a wonder that he wasn’t completely ‘ 
balmy. | 
* o you know,” inquired the Dottie was sweet. Her complexion was like peaches and cream, her mouth like 
tall man, “you are the a strawberry. Eyes and hair resembled nothing so much as warm, rich milk b 
image of Lord Cocomber?” chocolate. In stature, she was short, rather plump—indeed as Clarence had so raptly 
put it, a little lump of sugar. . 
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P. raise of my golf 
always warms me. 
I grewsuddenly bold. 
“Would you like me 
as well,” I asked, 
“if I were a British 
nobleman?” 


“The golf links,” Miss Dot- 
tie explained. “Do you play?” 

“Rather,” I said with some 
pleasure for I do like golf. 

And then, just across the 
lake, I saw q slender, young 
girl, walking briskly toward a 
rustic bridge. Even in the 
shadow she was a lovely crea- 
ture, very well suited to my 
ideal of what a beautiful girl 
should be. She wore knickers 
and carried a bag of golf 
clubs. 

“Who is she?” I asked. 

“That’s Joan, my _ sister,” 
Dottie said and there was a 
note of disapproval in her 
voice. 

“Really! didn’t know 
you had a sister. Deuced fine 
lookin’ girl. What!” 

Dottie frowned. “Joan is 
absolutely impossible.” 

“Eh?” 


“Honestly. I hope you'll 
forgive her, Lord Cocomber.” 
“I say! Forgive her?” 
“Yes. Joan wouldn't stay 
in the house and welcome you, 
like a good fellow. As soon 
as we got Clarence’s wire that 
you were coming, she beat it 

for the links.” 
Miss | Continued on page 123} 


“We're delighted to welcome you to Montegore,” she remarked 

“Aw, charmed, and all that,” I said. 

“And I’m perfectly thrilled to meet a real, live English lord!” 

‘““Montegore’s what we call our place,” the Colonel explained. 

“How int’restin’,” I murmured. 

Dottie chattered all the way out from the town and when we reached 
Montegore she was still at it. Montegore was a huge, new mansion, set in 
precise grounds, where everything had that indefinable look of rawness pos- 
sessed by all newly conceived estates. 


RS. GORE welcomed me sweetly, and assigned me to a spacious room. 
When I returned downstairs, she begged me to feel at liberty to remain 
as long as I liked. As I bowed my thanks, Miss Dottie came up to remark, 
“Oh, Mother, Lord Cocomber simply must see the garden!” She led me out 
to see the garden. 
Miss Dottie was good company. A little tiresome with her gushing, perhaps, 
but lively and companionable. She flirted a bit, which wasn’t annoying. Clar- ” 
ence stalked in the near distance, glowering at us. ow would you, the tall 
As we strolled, we came upon a narrow artificial lake. Through the trees man asked me, “like , 
across the water, I saw a broad, grassy lawn, with miniature hills and valleys. make a thousand dollars” 
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I Think You’re TERrible 


of times for the many awfully sweet girls in her class at 
Westover who had committed matrimony in the first 
degree shortly after graduation, but until Talma Purl decided 
to take Mincing Teeters for her initial partner in the marriage 
racket, nobody had invited her to be a maid of honor. 

Ransom Towner, who adored Kitty with a consuming love, 
was almost equally elated because Mincing, a classmate of 
his at dear old Harvard, had asked him to be his best man, 
and, as everybody knows, the maid of honor and the best man 
pair off at weddings, or should. 


Kcr tin was all-of-a-twit. She had been a bridesmaid heaps 


ITTY had heard loads of nice things about Talma’s fiancé, 

but she didn’t meet him until just before the wedding, at 
the luncheon for the bridesmaids and ushers given by Talma’s 
aunt at her imposing country place in Narragansett. 

“My dear, he’s simply fascinating!” said Kitty in an aside 
to Talma on this occasion. “Gosh, you’re lucky!” 

“Isn't he adorable, my dear? You know I'm worried stiff 
about my dress. I still don't think it hangs right and, any- 
way, I simply know I look like nothing human in it. Gosh, I 
hope it’s the last wedding gown I'll ever have to wear!” 

“He’s the world’s most attractive man!” enthused Kitty, 
who was far more interested in Talma’s fiancé than in her 
friend’s misgivings as to her ceremonial costume. 

“I hope you'll get to know each other, my dear,” replied 
Talma, politely. “He was awfully intrigued at my descrip- 
tion of you and he’s been simply dying to meet you. Of 
course Ransom might be a little prejudiced.” 

Both girls giggled at this, because Ransom’s hopeless infatua- 
tion for Kitty was notorious. 


’ HAT’S the joke?” inquired Mincing lounging up with 
the slightly bored manner of the well-bred fiancé. “I’m 
looking for a charming girl to go cocktail hunting with me. 
Any volunters?” 
“Cocktail hunting!” said Kitty. “How simply screaming!” 
“Does it appeal to you? If so, let’s go!” pursued Mincing, 
giving Kitty the sort of look which had been reserved ex- 
clusively for Talma until she had capitulated to his wooing. 
“I'd simply adore to!” said Kitty. “Come on, Talma!” 
“No, my dear. I'm tapering off at this point. I'd hate to 
have to sober up for my first wedding!” 


I’m ALL-of-a-twit 


Isn’t He ADORable? 


e’s Embarrassed 


‘Being the Strange Experience of 


Ransom joined the group just in time to participate in the 
general merriment which followed this sally. 

‘“Mincing’s deserting me, Ransom,” Talma appealed to him. 
“Can I lean on you for moral support or something?” 


“You bet!” said Ransom, without enthusiasm. Some one 
was always diverting him from his dogged pursuit of Kitty, 
whom he now saw departing on Mincing’s arm. Ransom 
couldn’t understand women, or men, either, for that matter. 
Surely Talma would prefer to be with Mincing rather than 
with him and Mincing certainly ought to prefer the society 
of Talma to that of Kitty, since it was Talma he was marry- 
ing, thought Ransom. As for 
Kitty, well, he couldn’t be sure 
which was exactly the state of 
mind Kitty wanted him in. 


“FTYALMA’S been raving to me 
about you,” Mincing was 
saying to Kitty as they strolled 
along the terrace to head off a 
distracted butler who was run- 
ning hither and yon with a tray 
of cocktails, offering them to 
everybody who didn’t want 
them and apparently avoiding 
everybody who did. “And of 
course I'd heard what a mar- 
velous creature you were from 
good old Ransom, but I must 
say I had no idea you were so 
completely captivating!” 

“Talma’s the sweetest thing, 
my dear. She always says love- 
ly things about ev’rybody,” 
fluted Kitty. “Gosh, I think 
you're the luckiest man to get 
a girl like Talma, I mean I ac- 
tually do!” 

“Let’s take these poisonous 
potions and quaff them in the 
rose garden,” suggested Minc- 
ing. “Don’t you think that 
would be appropriate or don’t 
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With ‘Portraits 


of Kitty Herself 
“By ROBERT ORR 


Don’t Be RiDIC 


Kitty as Maid of ‘Honor 


you? You know, you have got the most fascinating eyes!” 

“Don’t be ridic; I haven't at all!” 

“Such modesty is most becoming in a young lady, but you 
know your eyes are beautiful. Why not admit it?” 

“They aren’t at all, but it’s awfully sweet of you to say so!” 

“Ransom certainly has good taste. Well, here we are in the 
rose garden. What do you think of the rose garden, by the 
way? My experience of these rustic seats has always been 
that the rust comes off on you, but this bucolic bench may be 
an exception. Shall we try it?” 

“What did you mean about Ransom having good taste?” 


om 

gasped Kitty, 
“I’m so glad 


you came’’ 


You’re a Perfect DEAR 


I Mean I ACTually Do 


CSS 


inquired Kitty, very innocently, as they seated themselves. 

“Why, I mean in admiring you so tremendously. He’s 
quite mad about you, good old Ransom. He’s a darn good 
egg! 

“I’m terribly fond of him, I mean I actually am,” said Kitty 
without conviction. 

“But I take it you’re not in love with him.” 

“Gosh, no. I’m not in love with anybody. my dear!” 

“You really ought to be, you know. A girl with a mouth as 
nice as yours ought to use it for something besides drinking!” 


“YT JEAVENS! How revolting!” shuddered Kitty. “What a 

poisonous idea! Actually, I've never heard of anything 
so vile! It must be simply marvelous to really be in love, 
though! I s’pose you're madly infatuated at this point and 
kind of walking on air or som¢ hing, aren’t you?” 

“Well, seriously, I’m wondering whether I really am in love,” 
replied Mincing, soberly, or at least as soberly as any gentle- 
man could after his third cocktail. 

“Actually, you baffle me completely. I mean you wouldn't 
be getting married unless you were really in love would you?” 

“Well, I think I was; I'm sure I was until just a little while 
ago.” 

“But what on earth could have changed you?” gasped Kitty, 
pretending unawareness of Mincing’s good right arm which 
had gently encircled her. 

“Can't you guess?” He kissed her. 

“Oh, I think we'd better go back!” said Kitty, faintly. “I 
mean it isn’t fair to—to—” 

“Can I help it if I love you?” whispered Mincing. 

“I don’t s’pose you can?” said Kitty. patting her hair, which 
had been somewhat mussed during their ardent embrace. “But 
I mean I simply can’t understand your feeling this way!” 


= O YOU know, Kitty, darling, I'm not so awfully sure 
Talma really loves me. Some of the things she says 
make me doubt it sometimes.” 

“Why, I think she adores you, Mincing. I mean I actually 
do! But I think I know what you mean, because she’s kind 
of cynical, I think, about love. F’r instance, what she said 
about sobering up for her first wedding. I mean I simply can’t 
understand how a girl can kind of look at marriage so fliply 
sort of, because I mean I think [Continued on page 103] 
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cAmazing 
“Private ‘Detective 


cANSEL L.EGGERS 


HE city—in Southern California; the date—sometime 
back, far enough for you to have forgotten; the heroine 
—a lovely gray-eyed ash blonde movie star; the case— 


strikingly like that of a kidnapped evangelist and yet strik- 


ingly different. The country was full of it at the time, a nine 
days’ wonder. Every one asked how, in a well-policed, crowded 
civilization like ours, a beautiful woman could be publicly 
kidnapped and return after ten days with a story of kid- 
napping, evidently false on the face of it. 

My assistant, Wattles, was agog with the case from the 
start. He scented big game and wanted to be in at the kill. 

We were in my office on West Eleventh Street, New York, 
on the evening of September twenty-second, when suddenly 
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Wattles blurted out a statement which expressed his sentiments: 

“Say, chief, can’t we pull wires and go west?” 

I laughed. “Wattles, I suppose you think we have better 
noses than the Los Angeles police. I think this Barrie case 
is one that will always remain a mystery.” 

At that instant the phone rang and I heard the words. 
“Long Distance,” and then, “Hollywood.” My blood raced. 

“Hollywood,” I said to Wattles. 

He got up slowly and drawled, “I'll pack the bags.” 

I listened intently. There came a voice, mournful and low 
and beautiful. 

“Is it Mr. Ansel Leggers?” 

“Yes,” I breathed. 


cA eMystery of “Hollywood 
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‘Ohat “Puzzled All America 


I could see at once that Leda had been 

stricken to the heart by the laughter and 

scorn of the millions who had once loved 
and adored her 


cAs ‘Reported 


OPPENHEIM 


“This is—” I hardly heard her; it 
seemed painful to her to pronounce 
her own name, “Leda Barrie. Will 
you take my case?” 

“I'll come by airplane,’ I said. 
“Don’t mention that I am coming. 
No publicity.” 

She promised. That night we left 
the field; two days later we were in 
California. 

As soon as we arrived, I sent 
Wattles to the police to see whatever 
exhibits they had and taxied over to 
Beverly Hills to the spacious mansion 
of Phyllis Clarkwell, a movie actress 
who had given Leda Barrie shelter. 


WAS shown into a room with 
French windows opening on a per- 
fect garden. The air was full of per- 
fume as though the room itself was 
outdoors. Into this magical setting 
stepped two young women, one lean- 
ing on the arm of the other. I recog- 
nized them immediately. Both were 
tall, but of marked contrast. Leda 
Barrie, a lovely warm blonde, Phyllis 
Clarkwéll, a cool brunette; Leda beau- 
tiful, Phyllis handsome and striking. 
Of the two Phyllis could have borne 
the ordeal of the case better; she was 
poised, detached, watchful, and had 
a reputation for being hard-boiled 
whereas Leda had soft beauty, deep love, both of which could 
be hurt beyond mending. 
After greeting me, Leda sat down in an armchair, and 
Phyllis sat beside her holding Leda’s hand. 
“You don’t mind my being here?” said Phyllis. ‘Leda says 
she’s too nervous to be alone.” 
I nodded assent and looked at Leda. She presented such 
a pitiable picture; her face was so childlike in its confused 
despair. I could see at once that she had been stricken to 
the heart by the laughter, ridicule, scorn and hatred that was 
coming from the millions of people who had loved her and 
that she had been reduced to despair by the total wreckage 
of her marriage. 
“Have you anything to say, Miss Barrie?” I asked. 


ER answer had nothing to do with my mission but revealed 
what to her was the essence of the tragedy. Her first 
word was her husband’s name. 

“Lionel!” she breathed. “He said I was untrue to him. 
Do I seem that sort of person? Everyone in the world thinks 
so. Do you?” 

It struck me if she had talked to reporters as she talked 
to me they might have favored her in spite of her story. 
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“I was telling the truth,” she said. “I didn’t With ‘Drawings bit players picked up at Central Casting for 
imagine they would laugh at me and hate me. from Life the day. Such people are always terribly in 
I expected Lionel to meet the train, take me in need of work and money; we stars have had 


his arms before the crowds and reporters, and 
say, ‘Leda, I believe you and shall fight for 
you.’ That,” she sighed, “‘would have been the 
triumph of my love and my life. But he was not at the sta- 
tion. People stood curious, gazing, unfriendly. When I 
reached home, under guard, no Lionel. I went to his study. 
He turned and said, ‘Why were your clothes like new?’ I 
could scarcely breathe. ‘I don’t know,’ I answered and 
Lionel said, ‘Go back to him.’ I stared stupidly. ‘Back to 
whom?’ He wouldn’t explain. I didn’t understand and then 
the police came and took me away to be questioned. I did 
not know then that the news had come of Charley Boodne, my 
leading man, and that he had been away in hiding with a 
woman and that I—when I reached the police headquarters 
there was laughter, scorn and hatred for me.” She shook her 
head. “And I can prove nothing.” 


. ISS BARRIE,” I said, “I know your story only from the 

newspapers that probably played it up a bit; I shall 
get what light I can from the police. But what I want now is 
the story from you straight and direct.” 

My real object in asking this was that I might get some 
glimpse of her soul, to see if by slip or emotional outburst she 
either gave herself away or convinced me of her innocence. 

The tears coursed down 


By “R. CHICKERING 


to school ourselves to be very reserved with 
them to prevent their begging us for parts in 
future pictures and such things. That isn’t 
hard-heartedness, you understand. It is just protection of our 
feelings and theirs. _I explain this to you so that you will under- 
stand why I didn’t note that their faces were strange and why 
after rehearsing the scene several times I suddenly felt a ter- 
rible fear because when the call for action came, those men 
drove right out of the scene, out from our location, away from 
the camera and the crew, on and on, saying nothing. In one 
swift moment I realized that I was actually gagged, bound, 
helpless, that this wasn’t make-believe but real. Next some- 
thing was pushed over my nose. Then I passed out. 


— I woke up, it was morning and I found myself 
lying bound to a rude bunk in the tiny room of a shack, 
I cried out and a masked man appeared. 
He was tall and thin and had nice hands. His voice was nice. 
And he had a tray of breakfast for me. He told me if I 
didn’t try to escape or make trouble that no harm would come 
to me and that I was being held for ransom. 

“There was nothing to do but to submit. He unfastened 
my hands but bound my feet instead to the steel rim of a 
demountable tire, too big to get through the little doorway. 

When I walked slowly with little 
steps, it dragged on the floor with 


unpainted and new. 


her face. “Lionel and I— 

so happy . . . so unbeliev- ne once my feet inside of it. 

ably happy,” she sobbed. . . “T ate breakfast and grew calmer. 

“Just seventeen months _ “Revealing the eD¥(ysteries | I decided to be sensible. I a 

marriage we'd had. e that Lionel would have the whole 

was so good to me; I hat “Baffled You Southwest searching for me and 

loved him so. Oh, how can that he would pay any ransom and 

ow can he?” She w . | yas safe wi ese men. My , 

her hands. . read of the exploits of Sherlock thought was Lionel. I hoe he 


“Don't,” whispered Phyl- 
lis. 

I waited. When next 
Leda spoke her voice was 
mournful. 


“© O HAPPY,’’ she 

breathed. “Lionel 
seems stern, even harsh to 
the public, who know him 
only as the owner of the 
Clarion Corporation, but to 
me he was all tenderness, 
ill devotion. We were like 
children together. He even 
liked my being in movies 
and wasn’t a bit jealous of 
my screen lovers. He never 


Holmes and other master minds, and 
often wondered if a real detective 
could match them. I asked my friend 
Ansel Leggers—a name made from the 
letters of his real name, but arranged 
in different pattern—about this and by 
way of reply he sketched some case his- 
tories out of his own experience that 
were so baffling that I thought they 
would interest you as they did me. 

He gave me his permission to retell 
these stories but since a private detec- 
tive often has to shield his client from 
unnecessary publicity, I have had to 
make some changes in the material 


would be half dead with anxiety. 


b "TRS my captor began to brag. 
‘Always wanted to be an actor,’ 
he said and explained how he and 
his pal had fooled everybody. When 
the real extras hid in the woods 
waiting for their scene to be called, 
he and his pal knocked them out, 
took their clothes and substituted 
for them. ‘You may call me Matt,’ 
he said. ‘Don’t worry. Everything 
you need is right in this room and 
you'll be let out for a walk every 
afternoon. We know how to treat a 
lady.’ 
“Then he left, after telling me I 
was to change my clothes to those 
I would find in the room, since they 


believed the ugly rumors 
connecting me with Charley | 
Boone. Imagine my car- 
ing for Charley! He's lov- 
able of course; he’s charm- 
ing: he’s a good actor; but 


places. 


such as giving fictitious names and 
Otherwise I have set them 
down as nearly as possible in Ansel 

Leggers’s own words 


were going to destroy the clothes I 
wore.” 
I stopped her narrative at this 
int. Here was the first of the 
incredible details of her story. 


J. O. 


compared with Lionel he’s x 


“Why?” I asked. 


nothing but a shadow.” 
“Never mind that,” I 

said. “Begin with the kidnapping and tell me the whole story.’ 
“September sixth,” Phyllis said. Leda shuddered. 


es H, I loathe talking of it, the horror of my life, my de- 

struction, but I will.” She spoke hurriedly as though 
this was a piece which she knew by heart. Her voice went flat, 
a little mechanical. She sat tense, clenching her hands. 

“I was on location. The scene called for me to drive a car 
through the woods while two masked bandits leaped out from 
either side, boarded the car, bound me at the point of a 
revolver, took control and drove on. The camera was buried 
in a ditch alongside and since it was a scene done entirely 
with experienced actors, we only needed a small camera crew. 

“TI paid no attention to the two men selected as the bandits. 
{ scarcely saw them at all, for I naturally supposed they were 


She shook her head. “I don’t 

know,” and again her face had the 

expression of a confused child. “I obeyed because it seemed 
the only thing to do. 

“It was all like a bad dream,” she went on. “Every afternoon 
I was let out and one of the men followed at a distance. I 
saw then we were somewhere in the California desert. 

“I noticed too that every night a motor car came; men got 
out; there were whisperings together; things were pushed or 
carried about, and then two cars left in opposite directions so 
that I was alone in the house until the following noon. Then 
Matt and the other men returned. 

“TI learned nothing until the fifth day, when Matt brought 
me the Los Angeles newspapers. There was my picture and 


the picture of Charley Boone and the rumors that I hadn’t. 
been kidnapped but that it was a put-up job by Charley and 
They said [Continued on page 104] 


me to run away together. 
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Bs Barrie was the most beautiful girl in Hollywood. To my mind she 

was the most beautiful girl in the world. Her soft, warm blonde hair, 

her sad gray eyes, and her sensitive, pretty mouth were made even more 
beautiful by the contrast of her exquisite complexion 
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She went to the ball in But afler a Fango with a 
period costume — Knight in armour 


— 2a Charleston 


a Mexican 


unanimously 
awarded 
| first 
prize as Miss 1928 
— and & slip on The polished oor 
with Henry MIL - 
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Evolution of 1928 
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Step into the 


LISTERINE 


full strength is effective against 


SORE THROAT 


LISTERINE SHAVING 
CREAM? 
Cools your skin while you 
shave and keeps it cool 
afterwards. An outstand- 
ing shaving cream in every 
respect. 


Prevent a cold this way? 


Certainly! 


Millions of ordinary colds 
start when germs carried by 
the hands to the mouth on 
food attack the mucous 
membrane. Being very deli- 
cate it allows germs foothold 
where they develop quickly 
unless steps are taken to 
render them harmless. 

You can accomplish this by 
rinsing your hands with 
Listerine, as many physi- 
cians do, before each meal. 
Listerine, as shown above, 
is powerful against germs. 

Use only a little Listerine for 
this purpose—and let it dry on 


the hands. This simple act 
may spare you a nasty siege 
with a mean cold. 

It is particularly important 
that mothers preparing food 
for children remember this 
precaution. 


laboratory, 


wi is Listerine full strength so successful 
against colds, sore throat and other infections? 

The test outlined below answers the question 
scientifically and convincingly. It discloses the power 
of Listerine—unchanged in 47 years. 

Step into the laboratory a moment. In one test 
tube are 200,000,000 of the M. Aureus (pus) germ. 
In another, 200,000,000 of the B. Typhosus (typhoid) 
germ. These are used by the United States Govern- 
ment for testing antiseptics. 

Now Listerine full strength is applied to them. A 
stop-watch notes results. Within 15 seconds every 
organism in both tubes is dead, and beyond power 
to harm the body. 

With this evidence of Listerine’s germicidal power, 
appreciate why you should gargle with Listerine at 
the first sign of sore throat—for sore throat, like a 
cold, is caused by germs. 

Listerine full strength may be used with complete 
safety in any body cavity. Time and time again it 
has checked irritating conditions before they became 
serious. You can feel your throat improve almost 
immediately. Ifnot,consult aphysician. The matter 
is then no longer one for an antiseptic. 

For your own protection use Listerine system- 
atically through the winter months. It may spare 
you a long siege of illness. Lambert Pharmacal 
Company, St. Louis, Mo., U.S. A. 


¢ 


90 


When Women Work with Men 


still make a happy couple. That occurred 
four years ago 
But madam had to quit the office despite 
the fact she really preferred being with him. 
“Do you want my business to go to the 
devil?” he said to her. “Then both of us 


would be in a nice fix!” 


N THE whole, the more frequent 
contacts of men with you women 


[Continued from page 77] 


employment agency I talked with recently. 

“If women wore short skirts only in the 
office it might matter,” he said. “But the 
sight is so common everywhere nowadays 
that it doesn’t influence the business rela- 
tionship in the slightest.” 

What is more, there is a_ psychological 
point in this connection that is also worth 


other, not because you want to make busi- 
ness a career, but as a stop-gap, often a nec- 
essary one in lieu of marriage. 

Although that is not so good for business 
it is distinctly good for you women and for 
the race and society at large. 

Two or three years of business is in many 
ways an ideal preparation for your work 

as a wife, mother and home-builder. 
You business girls undoubtedly learn 


who are employed have lessened your 
romantic appeal rather than _height- 
ened it. 

It isn’t a case of intimacy breeding | 
contempt but it’s a case of intimacy 
breeding a kind of propinquity which 
is directly opposed to romance. 

Romance, you know, carries with it 
longing and mystery. 

A man falls in love with you the 
quickest and the deepest when he does 
not see you too often. In the office 
he knows you too well to romanticize 
about you. 

He gets to know your faults, your 
short-comings, your moods, all the un- 
desirable traits of your make-up. 


LL of which means that if he falls 

in love with you despite such in- 
timate knowledge of your real, daily 
self, .then he must sureiy love you 
mighty well. 

The wives of men who have women 
working in their offices sometimes com- 
plain that these girls have an unfair ad- 
vantage over them. They say the hus- 
band always sees his female assistants 
at their best, painted and powdered and 
attractively gowned, while the lady of 
his choice is beheld by him at her very 
worst, namely, when she gets up in the 
morning. 

In replying to such an allegation I 
am reminded of the story about patrio- 
tism. It says that if a man possesses 
no patriotism either he is a pretty poor 
sort of a man or he belongs to a pretty 
poor sort of a country. 

In similar manner if a husband is 
going to be so completely undermined 
by artificial beauty that his love for 
his wife is threatened, then either he 
is a pretty poor sort of a man himself 
or he picked a pretty poor sort of a 
wife. 

Love is deeper than that. Wives 
need not fear such superficial compe- 
tition. 


HAVE questioned many business men 

about this matter of women work- 
ing in their offices and none seemed to 
be especially affected by it. 

One did say that he got a real kick 
out of lunching at his club which hap- 


pens to bar women absolutely. Never- 
theless he added: 
“It isn’t because having women 


around annoys me. It’s a change, that’s 


“Business Girl 
cA C?hance Go Shop? 


Obes business girl is forced 
to maintain a clothes standard 
never before demanded of women. 
The business girl knows smart 
clothes. She has the price of them. 


But she hasn’t time to buy 
them. 


As her working day now stands, 
she must either shop during lunch 
hours or Saturday half holiday, 
when store. are overcrowded and 
clerks overworked, or purchase in 
stores open evenings, where prices 
are exorbitant and styles extreme. 


Smart Ser believes the business 
girl should have at least one hour 
a week—perhaps two hours— 
given to her by her employer in 
which to shop—to price, to com- 
pare, so that when she does pur- 
chase she will be getting the best 
styles and values. 


Beginning in the December 
Smart Set will be the first of a 
series of articles outlining a cam- 
paign to get this shopping time for 
girls in the interest of their effi- 
ciency and economy. 


Statements from doctors, dry- 
goods stores, bankers, employ- 
ment agencies, big business exec- 
utives and other authorities will 
be published on this subject of 
vital interest to the girl of today. 


Watch for this feature in the 
December SMART SET 


a Why Not Give Che 


a lot about man that is helpful and 
educating. 

You learn what Ellen learned, for 
example, that her mother was all wrong 
when she led her to believe that all 
men must be mistrusted and feared. 
You find, too, that “business is busi- 
ness,’ that men have a serious side that 
they cling to and which it is even to 
your own advantage to foster. 

You find out also that they can talk 
seriously to you women, that they have 
other things in their heads besides whis- 
pering sweet nothings. 

Familiarity with men business 
shows men up as they really are, not 
as a romantic but false notion has led 
you to believe they are. 


USINESS training also teaches you 
women the value of money, of 
punctuality and of a serious purpose. 
If you are of a restless nature, busi- 
ness will tend to calm you. 

If you are extravagant it will make 
you practical in expenditures. 

And when you marry you will under- 
stand your husband’s problems better. 
you will be able to enter closer into his 
life, to encourage and to help him. 

Many a married woman is proud and 
glad of the months she spent in an 
| office before marriage. 

“IT never would have been able to 
weather the early years of our married 
life,” said one lady to me, “had it not 
been for that business training I had, 
little though it was, which my father 
insisted I should take. As a young girl 
I had lavish tastes and was fond of 
luxuries and entertainment. My hus- 
band’s income at first was very meager. 
I know I would have chafed and been 
miserable. But I had learned how to 
manage a household budget wisely. 
That not only saved our happiness but 
it saved our marriage from going on 
the rocks.” 

Men have profited also by having 
women around while at work. 


ae WOMAN in the office cuts down 
| temper and bad language,” re- 
marked an executive, old enough to 
remember the time when a business wo- 
man was almost unthinkable. “I al- 
ways place several women in every de- 
|} partment. They help to keep men 
gentlemen.” 

Yes, you women undoubtedly have a 
refining influence. Your presence re- 


all. Women have a distinct place in 
business but I don’t think they have a 
place in a men’s club any more than 
men have a place in a women’s club.” 

One male admitted to me that a new girl 
in the office usually made him observant of 
her for a while and that it interfered some- 
what with his highest efficiency. 

“It passes though,” he said. 
used to them.” 

One might assume that man, being what 
he is, might be disturbed by the greater 
freedom of dress women display today. 

This, to my mind, was answered quite 
sensibly and adequately by the head of an 


“T soon get 


noting in relation to this subject of clothes. 

It concerns mystery again, mystery and 
its alluring enticement. 

Managers of revues and musical comedies 
found that nudity on the stage did not pay 
so they gave it up. 

But even a half-baked psychologist could 
have told them that before they made the 
experiment. In short, the more that is re- 
vealed the less there is revealed! 

By far the great majority of you women 
enter business pursuits of one kind or an- 


minds him of his “pleases” and “thank 
yous.” You help to keep him chival- 
rous and courteous. 

There can be no doubt whatever that 
business is being conducted along more 
polite lines than some twenty years ago and 
I am of the opinion that this politeness is 
the direct result of so many thousands oi 
you women working side by side with men. 

I would not go so far as to say that an 
all-man office is necessarily uncouth and 
boorish but I will go so far as to state that 
I have yet to see an office graced by a 
woman who is unrefined. 
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in business. 
Courtesy invariably disarms your bit- 


EFINEMENT does pay 


terest enemy. It almost hypnotizes. 

Occasionally one of your sex feels that 
she must become mannish in order to suc- 
ceed in business. 

I am acquainted with a young woman 
like that. She secured her first position in 
a bill collector’s office. Her idea was to 
talk as rough and uncouth as possible over 
the telephone to the clients her boss had 
threatened with legal action if they did not 
pay. But she did not get very far that 
way. 

Finally she grew tired of playing a part 


Youthful figures 


that fundamentally was foreign to her na- 
ture. She became more mellow. Her man- 
ner became less obnoxious. At once people 
did not feel like fighting her any more. 

It was this young lady who remarked, 
“I get better results than the boss. He has! 
not yet learned the trick of being nice. You 
can do most anything you want to with 
people if you’re pleasant and it’s so much 
less trying on your nerves.” 

Wives sometimes object to their hus- 
bands having women around the office. 

Suspicion and jealousy may be the 
motive but ignorance has a lot to do with it 
as well. 

Often such misinformed women picture 
their husbands sharing a box of chocolates 
and indulging in a little flirtation before 
and after each letter that is dictated. 

Has it ever occurred to these wives what 
would become of the business and their 
husbands if such practices really were the 
rule in the business world? 

I would suggest to every such wife that 
she spend just one full business day in her | 
husband's office so that she may be able to 
see what he does and how much he does. 
She might retort that under such conditions 
her husband would most surely be on his 
good behavior and that nothing would be | 
brought to light. True enough! 

Still, what she would discover, I believe, 
is that a busy man has no time for such 
adolescent tomfoolery. 

Both men and women benefit when they 
work together. Which sex benefits the more 
it would be difficult to say. 

Certainly no one of you women who may 
be considering business should have the 
slightest misgiving that any changes that 
might be wrought in you would not be for 
the best. 


O WORK side by side with men and to 

be able to handle a job as well as they, 
gives you a certain assurance and self- 
reliance that is invaluable no matter what 
the future may hold in store for you. 

This is not a plea for women to enter the 
business world. Home pursuits are work 
too and in many ways they are more impor- 
tant than pure business enterprises. 

Do not, however, shrink from working 
with men if that is the problem which of 
necessity forces itself upon your attention. 

You will change, yes. 

But you need not lose any of your charm- 
ing femininity. | 

Rather you will gain something that you | 
ought never have reason to regret. | 


Y AN unexpected twist of circum- 
stance, be it marriage, money, fame 

or friendship a girl is often taken from 
her typewriter or a sales counter into a 
world unknown to her and to which she 
is unknown—the world of society. She 
is bewildered. She does not know how 
to act, yet the new world glitters before 
her and she wants a place in it. Flow can 
she win it? Emily “Post, noted authority 
on etiquette, will tell ‘Glow to Break 
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Parents Keep Slender 


at all ages now 


> 


Science Fights Fat 


Through an important gland 


People used to think that excess fat all 
came from over-eating or under-exer- 
cise. Some people starved, but with slight 
effect. Some ~—" very active, still 
the fat remained. 

Then medical research began the 
study of obesity. It was found that the 
thyroid gland largely controlled nutri- 
tion. One of its purposes is to turn 
food into fuel and energy. 

Fat ple, it was found, generally 
suffered from an under-active thyroid. 

Then experiments were made on ani- 
mals—on thousands of them. Over-fat 
animals were fed thyroid in small 
amounts. Countless reportsshowed that 
excess fat quite promptly disappeared. 

Then thyroid, taken from cattle and 
sheep, was fed to human beings, with 
like results. Science than realized that a 
way had been found to combat a great 


_ cause of obesity. Since then, this method 
has been employed by doctors, the 


world over, in a very extensive way. 


Next came Marmola 
Then a great medical laboratory per- 
fected a tablet based on this principle. 
{t was called the Marmola prescription. 
Marmola was perfected 21 years ago. 
Since then it has been used in an enor- 


Marmola prescription tablets are 


mous way—millions of boxes of it. 
Users told others about it. They told 
how it not only banished fat but in- 
creased health and vigor. 

That is one great reason—perhaps 
a major reason—why excess fat is no- 
where near as common as it was. 


No Secrecy 
Marmola is not a secret prescription. 
The complete formula appears in every 
box. Also an explanation of results 
which so delight its users. 

No abnormal exercise or diet is re- 
quired, but moderation helps. One sim- 
ply takes four tablets daily until weight 
comes down to normal. Correct the 
cause. With lessened weight comes 
new vitality and many other benefits. 


Do the Right Thing 

This is to people whose excess fat robs 
them of beauty, youth, health and wi- 
tality. Reduce that fat—combat the 
cause—in this way. Do what 
so many people, for 21 years, have 

Try a couple of boxes and be con- 
vinced. Watch the results. Then, if you 
like the results, complete them. Get a 
box of Marmola po 


sold by all druggists at $1.00 


per box. Any druggist who is out will get them from his jobber. 


MARMOLA 


into Society” in December Smart Ser PRESCRIPTION TABLETS—The Pleasant Way to Reduce 
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like Roses 


Amazing new beauty—new 
youth—will come in 
30 minutes 


fog! girl can multiply her beauty inside 
30 minutes. The results will delight 
her and amaze her friends. 

An older woman can gain new youth, new 
charm. She can drop ten years. 

The results are quick and certain. The 
method is easy and restful. There appears a 
new girl or woman before the half-hour is up. 


Only One Way 
There is only one way to do this—with 
Boncilla Clasmic Pack. That fact is recog- 
nized all the world over. Leading beauty 
experts in every country import Boncilla 
for this purpose. 

The method is this: Apply Boncilla Clas- 
mic to the entire face and neck. Lie down 
while it acts, then remove it. 

The results are these: The face skin is 
cleaned to the depths. All that clogs or mars 
it is drawn out. The causes of blackheads 
and blemishes depart. You will never real- 
ize what a clean skin means until you try 
this method. 

The blood is brought to the skin to nour- 
ish and revive it. The first result is a radi- 
ant glow, an animated look. No artifice can 
bring you any beauty which compares. 

Then a velvety complexion, soft, clean 
and clear. 

If there are lines or crow’s feet, they de- 
part. Wrinkles are combated. Flabby mus- 
cles are made firm. Enlarged pores are re- 
duced. All by this easy, pleasant, 30-minute 
treatment, now employed by beauty ex- 
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The “No” Girl 


[Continued from page 53] 


close. That was enchantment! Delight! 

He was back in the library again with 
Carey. 

“See to all that in the morning, boy.” 

On his lips rose, “No—No! No!” 

He nodded understandingly, “Yes.” 

And then, two weeks of it: seeing Lila 
sometimes, but, more often avoiding Lila 
on some miserable pretext, wanting to avoid 
Lila, ashamed of seeing Lila, saying to him- 
self every day and half the night, “I’m 
going to stop this. I'll tell her to drop 
him. I'll tell him. ...” But no, there was 
nothing one could tell him. The words al- 
ways died on one’s lips. 


OR those two weeks one did not tell Lila 

either because she was, to all appearances, 
so pleased with her progress on the few oc- 
casions when she managed to snatch con- 
versations with him. She was managing 
Carey beautifully; he was understanding 
that she wasn’t like many other women 
whom he was in the habit of meeting. Oh! 
She knew these rich spoiled men! And she 
assured David that they approached nearer 
to the little house, the independence, of their 
desire. “Soon I shall tell him about us, 
David, because he is really awfully nice, 
awfully considerate of me. He thinks he'll 
have a splendid post for me soon. I shan’t 
need that, shall 1?” 

So, Carey was playing very slowly and 


cautiously? All the more time, then, to 
think the matter over. Stupid to act 
hastily! It never did any good. And 


things had such a habit of righting them- 
selves. They would right themselves with- 
out one’s personal effort, especially in the 
case of Lila, whose flowerlike purity one 
could trust always. 

The dinner at Ciro’s, the theater, the or- 
dering of those first roses and orchids, 
were past. 

Carey began te be quiet. Formerly, he 
had used the young man often as ambas- 
sador in his costly love affairs. But now 
he hardly mentioned Lila. That meant, 
after all, didn’t it, that she had him well 
in hand? 

Suddenly on the second day of the sec- 
ond week Carey said, 

“Go to Asprey’s and ask them to send up 
some pearls for me to see. I know a lady 
who has a birthday.” 

David also knew a lady who had a birth- 
day. He, himself, had bought perfume, a 
tremendous flask of the most exotic. He 
saw the pearls lying against his bottle of 
perfume. 

He said to himself, “I'll tell him,” and 
himself answered him, “A man of fifty can 
surely give a little string of pearls to a girl 
young enough to be his daughter.” 

He went to Asprey’s. 

Lila telephoned next day, “David, listen! 
Your Mr. Carey has given me a string of 
pearls. The girls are simply mad with envy 
but they’re saying—” 

He answered loudly into the transmitter, 
“I should not notice a lot of jealous little 
cats, my dear.” 

“When shall I see you, David?” 

“Soon.” 

But Carey kept him very busy going on 
business to city offices where he sat for 
hours at conferences whose jargon scarcely 
reached his worrying brain, taking this or 
that minor link in some financial scheme 
out to luncheon, entertaining here and there 
with Carey’s money on behalf of Carey. 

“How often do you see him, darling?” he 
asked over the telephone. 

“Very often.” 

He heard her laughter. 


It was a crescendo of torture and tempta- 
tion and each time he fell. 

On a very hot mid-July day Carey said, 
“I’m going to take a lady for a few days’ 
yachting. Go down to Southampton and 
see that everything is shipshape on the 
White Deer. Have flowers sent, plenty of 
‘em. Tell the caterers to send down what 
I generally have. She'll have the rose cabin. 

“Tell Roberts to have steam up at three 
o’clock on Saturday. Make all the usual 
arrangements. You know.” 

For quite a long while the young man re- 
mained with Carey, as if unable to leave 
him—as, indeed, he was. Discussing and 
rediscussing the “usual arrangements,” as if 
he did not know them by heart. He seemed 
dull, stupid, indolent over the business. He 
was trying to summon his courage to refuse 
it and every time the words stammered on 
his lips, they were replaced by smoother 
words of acquiescence and of questioning to 
gain time. As if time were of any use to 
him! Only courage was of use. The battle 
was upon him. 

He retreated from it. 

Carey was staring at him and repeated, 
“Oh, you know—you know, good Lord 
man, you know.” 

Yes. He knew! 


HEN he was in full retreat from the 

battle, he thought weakly and desper- 
ately like this, “I can say, ‘Yes,’ because she, 
the pure, the proud, the perfect, will say. 
‘No.’ I am safe after all. She will save us 
both. She will say, ‘No!’” 

Just before he started for Southampton 
she called him on the telephone. 

He had been trying to avoid speaking to 
her on the telephone. 

“David, Mr. Carey has asked me down 
for a few days on his yacht. I’ve never 
been on a yacht before! David, you're 
going down too?” 

He answered with technical truth and yet 
with a lie: 

“Yes, I'm going down too.” 

“Oh, darling, it will be wonderful! We 
may be able to tell him then. While we're 
at sea! While we're all lazy and happy! 
Will it be a large party ?” 

“No, Lila, I don’t think so. Lila, I must 
ring off. I—good-by dear, good-by.” He 
rang off and sweat rolled down his face. 

He passed a silk handkerchief over it. 
“It’s very hot,” he said to himself. 

She would say, “No.” Trust her. 

And then they would be much where they 
were before, he and she. No harm done. 

No harm done. 

It seemed to him again, as he stood there, 
pallid and~ sweating, putting the receiver 
back janglingly with a tremulous hand, that 
he could make the best of both worlds. He 
could serve the God of Love and the Mam- 
mon of Lust. 

Not that he put it to himself so dramat- 
ically as that. No. Some mean snake in 
him, such a mean snake as coils in most 
men if they don’t kill it, reared its head 
and whispered, “I’m testing my girl. Test- 
ing her. I’m jealous, very jealous. I'm just 
meaning tS know if she'll be true to me.” 
But he knew the snake lied. He was not 
testing Lila. He was afraid to test himself 
and that was all. 

The yacht was always in commission, 
ready for anything. The skipper received 
his orders; the stewards began to run about. 
Hampers from the London caterers, flowers 
from the best florists arrived hourly. He 
did not want to stay on the yacht at all. 

But he was afraid of something being left 
undone if he did not look personally to all 
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details as he was expected to do. 

He looked into the rose cabin full of the 
sweet breath of real roses. 

He experienced the very refinements of 
torture and the snake in him could not help 
so very much. The snake was a clever 
flatterer, a marvelous and specious exponent 
of reasons on his behalf, but the voice of 
this charmer could not bring conviction. 

He knew himself. That was the curse 
of it. 

Nevertheless, in the rose cabin he was say- 
ing again, “I’m testing her. After the way 
she’s been going about with him it’s justi- 
fied. A lot of men would think it justi- 
fied.” 

“No,” was to be her word. 

The Solent sparkled in the gorgeous sun 
and the White Deer was perfectly still upon 
the waters. He went up on deck, walked 
forward and stood leaning upon her white 
rail. 

A mad “If I stayed 
here!” 

“You'll get the two o'clock train back, 
boy,” Carey had said, “and ‘you can have 
the next two days off on your own games. 
Take some of your friends down to Red- 
wood if you like. I'll wireless to Grosve- 
nor Square to let you know when I want 
you.” 


idea shook him. 


E COULD not stay on the White Deer. 
And life seemed to wash over him in 
tumult as if the calm waters of the Solent, 
where several rich yachts were riding at 
anchor, suddenly rose and beat upon him. 


He was horribly lost, shamed, sullen and 
helpless. 

“Well, who was to have known?” he 
thought. 


Who was to have known? Not he. He 
had never known that when a man first 
steps down into the markets of the world 
the first thing that he must buy is himself. 
With courage, with labor, with truth, with 
pride, he must buy himself. 

Instead, he had bought soft living: the 
favors of the powerful, costly foods, costly 
wines and such trivial stuff as sartorial 
elegance and the rest of it. He had spent 
his all on these. 

Going back on the two o’clock train, he 
spent an afternoon of solitary madness; he 
went down to Redwood and plunged into 
the pool as a leper into the pool of Siloam; 
he looked ahead to a night of solitary mad- 
ness. 

He was peculiarly conscious on this after- 
noon and evening of the eyes of the servant 
Bertrand. 

She was in the rose cabin, uncertain, 
thinking swiftly and acutely, not with real 
alarm since, of course, a girl earning her 
own living in a city since sixteen, knows to 
some degree of efficiency how to protect 
herself. She was wriggling herself into the 
rose frock and in her suitcase was another 
frock which she had again sat up late and 
gone lunchless to make, for no doubt there 
would be some sort of party on the White 
Deer, however small. 

But there seemed to be no party. 
even, at present, David. 

She could see Southampton across the 
water beginning to twinkle for the evening. 
She hadn’t liked to ask for David and had 
thought no doubt he was ashore on some last 
business for Carey and would be at din- 
ner. Quite possibly he was aboard now 
dressing as she was. 

Nevertheless, she thought swiftly and 
acutely because, so evidently, there was no 
real party. 

About her neck lay Carey’s pearls, a 
string more beautiful than she knew. If she 
had known the cost of them she would have 
blanched. She had with her David's ex- 
travagant flask of perfume. She put a lit- 


No, not 


tle into the palm of her hand and passed 
the hand pleasurably over her hair. 


She 


not only looked but felt lovely and she | 
sighed a little over the sheer delights of | 


luxury. 
She wanted luxury with David. 


The stewardess, who was always engaged | 
when ladies were aboard, came to her cabin | 


to assist her and looked at her with veiled 
shrewd eyes. 


“We are moving now, miss,” said the 


stewardess, “do you feel it?” 

She felt it. 
come aboard. 

There hadn't been much time to miss him 
as yet. Carey had driven her down him- 
self in his racing car to give her a thrill. 
They had, 
hurried on the way and they had stopped 


for tea at a delightful inn with a fairy tale | 


sort of garden, and stopped again north of 


Southampton at another delightful inn for | 


a cocktail. Thus, six thirty had barely seen 
them in the smart launch that waited to 
take them to the White Deer. Once on 
board they had another cocktail in the most 
attractive of dining saloons. She was still 
alone with Carey and he most ably oc- 
cupied her mind and thoughts and con- 
versation. At seven thirty she was in the 
rose cabin with the silver-fitted bathroom 
opening from it; 
pared for her a hot and scented bath with 
a wide choice in bath salts. She was nearly 
ready for the perfect evening that she ex- 
pected. 

The yacht was now moving smoothly out 
to sea. 

“Where are we going?” she asked. 

“T expect, as the night is so calm, across 
to France,” said the stewardess. “But I 
haven't heard the orders, miss. What a 
lovely skin you have, miss, if I may say 
so.” 

She always found that flattery went down 
exceedingly well with Mr. Carey’s ladies. 
Except with Madame Martine, who had 
been so temperamental, so difficult in every 
way. She appraised the pearls, thinking, 
“I believe they’re real.” 

Dinner, she informed Lila, was at eight 
fifteen. 

At eight fifteen Lila went, thoughtful but 
triumphant, into the dining saloon and found 
Carey waiting for her and the table laid 
with a precious perfection for two. 


KNOWLEDGEABLE steward was there 
to pull out her chair for her, but Carey 
hurried with an effect of adulation to pay 
that attention. 
And she was alone with him, surprised, 
bewildered, going smoothly out to sea. 
Now she asked for David, but carefully 
and judiciously. 
“Isn't Mr. ... ? Don’t you bring your 
secretary when you're yachting?” 


“Sometimes,” Carey smiled. “But not 
this time.” 
She nearly called out, “What! He isn’t 


here! But he knew I was coming!” She 
just restrained herself. She had been told, 
and yet she was slow to believe, that David 
was not on board, that he had allowed her 
to come alone. What had he said over the 
telephone? “Oh, yes, I shall be going 
down.” Her mind, while she talked with a 
new timidity, a new defensiveness, to Carey, 
teemed with conjectures. He had been 
thinking he would come and then at the 
last moment some order of Carey’s had 
prevented it, some errand, some work to 
do. He had imagined there would be at 
least two or three people on board besides 
herself? He had probably sent some frantic 
last minute message to her London address 
but she would have left in Carey’s racing 
car, before it was delivered. 

And some cruel, hard sense in her said, 
“He could have—would have, 
alteration in his expected arrangements, left 
a note for you in your cabin. You would 
have found it there.” 


in case of | 


Then David had certainly | 


in spite of the racing car, not | 


the stewardess had pre- | 
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! She was slow to credit anything that the 
cruel, hard, truth-telling voice within her 
said to her. 

They were eating lobster 4 la Newburg 
and Carey, touching her hand during one of 
the frequent absences of the knowledgeable 
steward from the saloon, was asking: 

“Do you like your cabin? Do you love 
flowers? We call that the rose cabin and 
I had roses put there.” 

“It’s charming.” 

“My secretary has good taste with flowers. 
I sent him down especially to see that every- 
thing was perfect for you, you divine little 
girl.” 

And she began to think; her heart hurt 
her. 

Carey was murmuring, “I gave my secre- 
tary the week-end off. I wanted you alone.” 

“We're really alone?” 

“Really alone, at last,” he smiled. 

Now her heart hurt her sickeningly. 

Her perfectly rouged, perfectly powdered 
little face did not betray her. She smiled 
too; she said in the roguish tone that men 
liked, “If I'd known I wouldn't have come.” 

“Yes, you would, you little devil.” 

He felt sure of her. 

“Oh, Mr. Carey, I wouldn't!” 

And all the while her mind was filled 
with David. What was this he had done 
with his eyes open? 

He had been here; prepared for her; gone 
away. 

David knew? 

Paté de foies gras pie was set before them. 
Their glasses were refilled. 

“I thought we’d run over to Havre, take 
}a car and go down to Deauville. It’s early 
|but it should be stirring a little there,” said 
Carey. “Would you like that?” 

She raised her eyes. 

“IT thought at least Mr.—your secretary— 
would be here.” 

“Oh, never mind him.” 

“He didn’t expect to come?” 

“He knew better. I train my secretaries.” 

Very slowly she was beginning to admit 
all to herself. 


“H E’S got a girl somewhere in London,” 
said Carey. “I know the signs. He'll 
be having just as good a time as we shall be.” 

But there was no girl in London for 
David. At least she knew that. 

“You know I love you, dear,” said Carey. 
“IT want to make you happy. I want to 
|give you anything you ask for. It makes 
| me sad to see a beautiful girl like you drudg- 
ing in an office, tacking together her own 
little frocks, short of a shilling for lunch. 
Oh! I know! I've known girls like you 
though none so delightful.” 

“It is a hard life,” she said, but she thought, 
“David! David!” 

“You need not lead it. As I’ve told you 
|before, I want to advance your interests. 
I could get you a part in a show, just a 
ismall part, enough to amuse you. And I 
am only too anxious, dear, to see that you 
have all you want. A little flat, a maid of 
your own, a car, a run over to Paris or 
Deauville or Murren with me. Don’t tell 
me such amenities make no appeal to you?” 

“Of course they appeal!” she answered in 
a low voice. 

“Don’t you think, dear, that you could 
care for me a little?” he asked. For like 
all vain men he was grossly sentimental. 

She answered, “How do I know?” 

Her thought still focussed on David. 

“Exactly, dear,” said Carey. “How should 
you know? You ought to know me better, 
learn more about me. I understand. Don’t 
you think this idea of mine of a little 
cruise together was a good one?” 

It went on. 

At last her heart was still. It was cold 
marble. She saw no glory in the sunset that 
filled the open portholes, felt no more thrill 
jof wonderful adventuring. Very clearly, 


though, she saw David's face before her. 

There was a line in some verse she had 
once read in a newspaper that floated through 
her head. 

“All my dreaming springtime died with 
thee.” 

That was it. David was the death of all 
dreaming springs. 

There were no more glorious adventuring 
dawns of expectation. Yes, the year was 
old; there was no more youth. Then she 
saw also, just as clearly, the silk upholstery 
of the saloon, the precious glass and silver of 
the table, the flowers, the froth of wine and 
the ecstasy of luxury. 

It went on. 

The wise steward had set dessert upon the 
table, the biggest strawberries, most luscious 
peaches, and was gene. 

Carey drew from his pocket a flat jeweller’s 
case. “I wanted to commemorate your first 
visit to The White Deer,” he said. “Do you 
like this, Lila?” 

She saw a flexibly set bracelet of diamonds 
so fiery that she cried out. 

“It will go quite high up on the little 
arm,” said Carey. 

He fastened it above the elbow nearest 
to him and leaning forward kissed her arm. 

It went on. 

Promise of ease. Promise of luxuries. 
Desperate grief drowned in champagne. The 
desert of her heart made populous with the 
riches and beauties of mere things. She 
thought, “All his life David has said, ‘Yes, 
yes, yes!’ I’m so tired.” 

“You're going to be happy, 

“Yes,” she sighed. 


” 


said Carey. 


ATHER late on Sunday David took his 
car from the garage at Redwood and 
went recklessly up to town. He had left it late 
to give her time. She would have been 
off the yacht last night as soon as she real- 
ized. Trust Lila! But she mightn’t have 
been able to get a train up till the morn- 
ing. And besides— 

“TI was testing her,” he told himself many 
times as he drove Londonwards, so many 
times that he almost believed it. 

To convince oneself about oneself, he had 
learned, was the hardest thing of all but it 
had to be done. If life was to be lived 
comfortably and gracefully, it had to be 
done. 

He was spiritually, mentally and phys- 
ically exhausted when he drew the car up 
before the tall dingy slip of a house where 
she lodged. He had suffered horribly. 

She wasn’t there. 

Well. ... 

She had, doubtless, returned to London. 
Of course she had returned but, having be- 
fore her as she imagined, a lonely Sunday, 
she had gone to tea with a girl friend. 

He went off to the agreeable and desir- 
able club of which he had been able, 
through Carey, to become a member. 

Presentiy, back to Lila’s lodging. 

She wasn’t there. 

He waited, sitting in the hall; he went 
out and waited sitting in the car; he walked 
up and down the hot pavement and waited. 

She did not come. 

She remained on the yacht? 

She had said, “Yes”? 

Lila awoke to a splendid July morning, 
the stewardess brought her coffee, straw- 
berries, toast, cream, rolls and omelette. The 
yacht was still at anchor off Havre. She 
hadn’t wanted to land and go on by car to 
Deauville she had told Carey last night. 
“T want to think,” she had said faintly. 

“T shan’t get up till luncheon time,” she 
had said. 

He acquiesced. Anything would do. 

It was his acquiescence, the smoothness of 
things, the ease with which everything 


adjusted itself, that were being impressed on 
her mind this morning as she sat up in 
the kind of bed that would have helped 
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to make a beauty of any woman. She 


could eat her breakfast. She could love 
the sensation of those innumerable soft 
pillows with which the stewardess had 
propped her up. The coverlet of the bed 
was a rose colored Spanish shawl. Another 
scented bath awaited her. And she thought 
about herself with the resilience of the very 
voung after a bereavement. Suffering in that 
bereavement with the agonies of the young, 
she could recuperate. 

All was gone. All was won. A kingdom 
lost and a kingdom gained. Something new 
and bitter and strong in her adjured her, 
“Consider it like that.” 

She looked about the cabin. 

“T will take,” said Lila to herself, “in the 
future I will always take. Girls have told 
me and I didn’t believe them but they were 
right. I will take.” 

So, because all through the centuries 
women have been obliged to learn the useful 
art of making bricks without straw, Lila 
lay there against the luxury her lover had 
provided, resolving to fashion bricks of gold 
for herself. 


HE rose in time for luncheon. She went 

into the saloon where he waited, becom- 
ing vaguely anxious and more eager with 
every passing minute. She went in quiet, 
soft, grave, remote. 

At the earliest possible moment he dis- 
missed the steward who waited on them: 

“Little girl?” he questioned. 

She said in a small remote voice, “Take 
me back. I can’t stay. I’m ashamed; I was 
weak. I’m going back to my own job and 
I'll never see you any more.” 

“Little girl!” 

“T can’t. I’m not this sort. Take me 
back and let me forget.” 


HE first instalment of 

this serial appeared in 
the October issue of SMART 
SET. Copies of it will gladly 
be sent you postpaid for | 
twenty-five cents each. 


But he was crazy for her. Every tiny 
withdrawal increased his longing. He talked. 

He knew, finally, that he must offer all 
he had—his wealth and his home—to keep 
her even for a single day longer. 

At Deauville, where they went after his 
capitulation, he married her. 

“I have had a wire from Mr. Carey, sir,’ 
said Bertrand to David Hammond nearly ten 
days after the yacht’s first departure. “He 
is arriving today. A lady is coming; he 
has sent explicit orders about preparations.” 

“IT have had a wire, too, Bertrand, but it 
says nothing about any lady.” 

Bertrand gave the secretary a long medi- 
tative look, inquiring as to the wherefore 
of his ghastly pallor, his restlessness and his 
wretchedness. But verbally he made no 
comment. 

It was late afternoon when the car came 
up the drive with trunks on top of it. The 
shops of Paris had already, in July, emptied 


themselves into the shops of Deauville and 
Lila had bought and bought out of her 
new riches. She was there, inside, fair and 
very white, only her lips pink tinted, waves 
of her adorable hair showing on each side 
of a clever hat. Already there was about 
her the indefinable suave air of her recently 
bought luxury. She looked neither happy 
nor unhappy; merely quieted to an unnatural 
stillness, the new Lila. 

David had to be out on the front steps 
to receive them. He always was on the 
front steps to meet his master. And behind 
him, a step or two higher, Bertrand waited. 


HE car had stopped, and sick, white, 

quiet as Lila herself, and yet smiling, David 
stood there. Bertrand had descended, was 
opening the car door. Carey got out in his 
clumsy and yet agile way and turned to help 
his bride. She came beside him up the wide 
shallow steps, not looking at David. 

“Boy,” said Carey. Exultation touched 
his voice for, now that he had paid it, he 
did not mind the price of marriage, “Let 
me present you to Mrs. Carey.” 

So their hands touched without a word 
from her. Even in the midst of the tur- 
moil of his spirit David’s drilled voice could 
speak. “By jove, sir,” it said, “what a 
surprise !” 

“Thought so!” Carey laughed. 

And all three turned indoors. Lila stood 
looking about the vast hall of Redwood 
which was to be hers in place of the cottage 
she and David had dreamed about. 

“And this is in a way mine,” thought Lila. 

So long as she chose to keep it, so long 
as she pleased her husband. That beautiful 
great house was, in a way, hers. And with 
the rather shocking disparity in their ages 
the dice were loaded on her side. 

She felt rather than saw David standing 
near, his eyes looking anywhere but at her. 
She felt pain. 

“You'll want to go up to your rooms, 
sweet,” said Carey. 

“IT think I will.” 

“It’s too late for tea?’ coaxed Carey. 

“T think so. I'll go up straightway and 
after dinner you can show me the house, 
Ralph.” 

It seemed as if the whole hall sighed 
when she said Ralph so rightfully and 
naturally. 

The maid they had found in Deauville 
was already in her rooms when she went 
up. She was escorted with the arrogance 
of possession and yet with the servility of 
a lover, by Carey. Bedroom, boudoir and 
bath and all opened out of each other and 
each looked into the incredible spaces of 
terraced gardens. There were, again, flowers. 

“I'll go down and have a drink, sweet,” 
said her husband, “and see if Hammond and 
Bertrand have recovered from the shock 
of you.” He went off laughing. 


HE lay on a Recamier couch by her bed- 

room window and looked into the gar- 
dens. She could see the cedar trees that 
David had described to her beside the swim- 
ming pool far away. It would be lovely on 
a dewy morning or a moonlight night or a 
scorching noon to run over those velvet 
lawns and dive into the clear water. And 
yet, would it be so wonderful? Who would 
be beside her? 


went about the beautiful gardens with Garey. Gow he wanted to 


“Diver stood transfixed before this new Lila. Ge watched her as she 
Tu 


sh out and take her away, but the thrall of his weakness was too strong. 
He was too accustomed to behaving like an automaton to behave like a hero 
all of a sudden. @hen one evening Lila slipped out to swim in the pool. 


Gee saw her go. Ge wanted to follow. 


“But dared he? If he did and 
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“Gents:—I’m sending you my A-Line-A- 
Day for repairs. Some of the pages are sealed 
with adhesive tape, and the lock is busted. 
Please fix the lock, but leave that adhesive 
tape alone!’ wrote a flapper whose name 
we dare not publish. Being gents, we let it 
alone, and what secrets it concealed, the 
world will never know. 

Anyway—a lock and key model A-Line-A- 
Day is intended to be a treasure chest for 
your most intimate thoughts. It is easier to 
keep and far more interesting than a diary. 
Each age has five spaces, representing the 
same day for five consecutive years. What 
you write to day is just above what you will 
write a year from today. The fascination of 
it grows each year. Also excellent for com- 
parative records of business, sales, weather, 
crops, home and social events and travels. 
Start yours this year. Give them to your 
friends for Christmas and New Year's. 
Handsome bindings in cloth or colored, fancy 
leathers. $2.50 to $20.00 with locks. $1.00 
to $25.00 without locks. At stationery and 
department stores, gift shops, or if not found 
locally, direct from us, enclosing check or 
money order. Money back if not satisfied. 
Without obliga- 
today for new 


booklet, “Eig ht 


tion, send coupon 
FREE 12-page 
True Stories from 
enter- 
A-Day can _ be. 


A-Line-A-Days. See how 
taining an A-Line- 


SAMUEL WARD MFG. CO. 


SAMUEL WARD MBG. CO. 

49 Melcher St., Boston, Mass. 

Gentlemen: Please send a free copy of “Eight 
True Stories from A-Line-A-Days,” completely 
describing Ward’s A-Line-A-Day, to: 
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White Teeth Deceive 


BECAUSE.. 


Although their teeth may be flash- 
ing white, 4 persons out of 5 after 
forty and thousands younger pay 
heavy toll to Pyorrhea. This dis- 
ease of neglect attacks the gums. 

So as a matter of safety use the 
dentifrice that cleans teeth white 
and at the same time helps to firm 
gums—Forhan’s for the Gums. 

If used regularly and in time this 
dentifrice keeps gums alive and 
healthy. As you know, Pyorrhea 
seldom attacks healthy gums. See 
your dentist every six months and 
start using Forhan’s for the Gums 
morning and night. Geta tube from 
your druggist—35c and 60c. 


Formula of R. J. Forhan, D. D. S. 
Forhan Company, New York 


TEETH ONLY AS HEALTHY AS YOUR GUMS 


a thousand shades as Pp 
ONE that will 
your pretty lips, 
pr ttier still PH ANTOM 
RED, your next and most 
precious lipstick gives glor- 
tous tone, greater fasctna- 
tion, to lovely lips; creamy- 
smooth: healing; lasting; 
red-and-black 


case ; Junior 50c 
Send 10 Cents 
nd this adv. and 10c 


or Vanity Size Phantom “oO 

Red Lipstick and Mary 
Philbin’s ‘‘Make-up MARY _PHILBIN 
Guide”. (Another 10c as STAR 
brings dainty model Phantom Red ant Compact). 
Dept. 145, CARLYLE LABORATORIES, Inc., 54 Dey St.. New York 


ANKLES 
CALVES 


per pair 
ALMOST IMMEDIATELY / 


R.WALTER’S Special extrastron ng 

Ankle Bands, will support a: 
shape the ankle and calf while reduc- / 
ing them. 
They fit like a glove. Canbewornun- 
derany kind of hose without detection, / 


You can note thedifference inshapeof 

ankle at once. Can be worn at night 

and reduce while you sleep, orduring » 

the day deriving then extra benefit 

of the support. 

Write for Dr. Walter's Special 

Ankle Bands for $3. Pay by 
pe ) 


check or money rubber ie 
postman. known the 
Send Ankle and Calf measure to Paris woe 
DR. JEANNE S. S. WALTER 
389 Fifth Avenue New reliability 


meaning of this? Who is this man?” 

He struck a match, illumining the fea- 
tures of his wife’s companion and thereby 
revealing his identity to Cornwall. 

“So,” Peyton went on, “so it’s you, trying 
to break up my home. You'll pay through 
the nose, sir. You'll pay!” 

“Well, well,” the stranger 
ain't the old game! Wifey 
hubby appears on the scene.” 

Blaine mistrusted Peyton’s fury and Ina’s 


said. “If it 
hugs me and 


chagrin. They did not ring true. 

“Don’t go off half cocked, Peyton,” Blaine 
urged. He seized Peyton’s arm as he 
started to lunge at his accuser. “There 


must be some explanation for this scene. 
Give Ina a chance. Let’s not have any 
trouble that can be avoided.” 

All Ina wanted was a chance. 

“Dear,” she cried, “I never dreamed Mr. 
Mack would take advantage of me!” 

“Who?” Blaine asked sharply. “Mack, 
did you say?” 

“Why, yes,” Ina replied. 
Mack's father.” 

“The dickens he is!” 

“He’s the man I’m going to sue for 
alienation,’ the aggrieved husband threat- 


“This is Marian 


ened. “This will cost you your reputation 
and twenty thousand in court, you old 
buzzard.” 

“Who, me? Ho, ho!” chuckled the pro- 
spective defendant. 

“Dear!” cried Ina dramatically. “Spare 
me the publicity. You know I love only 
you. 


“He’s an old buzzard, and I ought to 
show him up,” Peyton argued, seeming to 
become mollified by Ina’s protestation of 
affection. “But I won't go to law if he'll 
pay quietly. I'll let him off for your sake, 
Ina. I'll settle for ten thousand dollars if 
he makes out the check at once.” 
| “Who, me?” repeated Mr. Mack. And 
again, “Ho, ho!” 
| He got to his feet. “Say, young feller,” 
a said, “it'd be a waste o’ good ink. Ain’t 
no bank in the country livin’ off o’ me. I’m 
| livin’ off my daughter.” He winked pro- 
| foundly. “And she ain’t exactly my daugh- 
ter,” he added, chuckling again. 

Ina pounced upon the remark. 

“She isn’t your daughter? Ah!” 

“Ah!” echoed Peyton. 
| They seemed to reach the same conclusion 


simultaneously. They exchanged meaning- 
ful glances. 
| “Dear—” began Ina. But Peyton needed 


no prompting. 
“We'll let the matter drop tonight,” he 
said. “Ina come on. Let’s go home.” 


LAINE watched them depart, his nostrils 
distended with disgust at their scheming. 
“Now they'll cook up a neat little plan 
to blackmail the girl,” he predicted. “We'll 
have to forestall them by publishing the 
truth, if it will stand publication; and I'd 


stake my life it will. Old buzzard, why 
didn’t you hold your tongue? How’d you 
leave Monsieur Henri, the boss, and The 


Little Green Parrot Café?” 
“If it ain’t!” squeaked the old buzzard. 


“If it ain’t the Vankee Duke o’ Cornwall! 
Lord bless your lights, the sight o’ you puts 
an apron on my front and a tray in my fist 
again. Brother, I hate to desert the little 
lady but I can’t stand this low social life 
no longer. I got to go back to the boole- 
vards o’ Paris. America ain’t home no 
more. [It ain’t what it used to be,” he 
sighed. Then he burst into song, “The 
ol’ gray mare, she ain’t what she used te be!” 

“Probably not,” Blaine agreed. “But hush 


your noise, Hogan, and answer my ques- 


yesterday and today! 


Nice Little Thing 


[Continued from page 75] 


tion. Come clean and no monkey business.” 

Hogan, alias Mr. Mack, came clean. He 
had been sober and deceitful for a long, 
long time. It was a relief to be drunk and 
truthful again, to unburden his woes on the 
bosom of his erstwhile patron, “the Yankee 
Duke o’ Cornwall.” 

At the conclusion of his tale, Blaine re- 
turned to the halls where the dancing was 
going on, and sought out Miss Marian Mack. 
She was dancing with a sleek, slender youth 
when he cut in on her. 

“Your escort?” he asked. 

Marian nodded. 

“The soda clerk at Tom’s place,” Blaine 
commented. “I saw you chatting with him 
this morning. You hired him to hire a 
Tux, didn’t you? He makes a very pretty 


gigolot. And you are addicted to gigolots.” 
“Oh, I hate you!” cried Marian with 
blazing eyes. “I hate this place. I hate 


everybody. Let me go!” 

\ ITH that she was gone. Blaine caught 
up with her as she was stepping on the 

lavender roadster. He got 

into it beside her, without a word. When 

they had gone ten reckless miles through 

the moonlit uncaring world, Blaine spoke. 


starter of the 


“A man who has lived a year in the 
Latin Quarter,” he said, “learns to see 
through pretense mighty quickly. I know 


everything. Amongst other things, I know 
now where we met before.” 

“Where?” demanded Marian. 

“At The Little Green Parrot Café. 
did you pretend we hadn't met?” 

“Because you didn’t remember and recog- 
nize me.” 

“When I saw you there,” mused Blaine, 
“you were not a rich girl, and you didn’t 
dress like one. You were a little orphan 
school teacher from Oklahoma. You wore a 
funny felt hat and long skirts and sat at 
the table next to mine. You came with a 
touring party. And you blushed when you 
asked your waiter for a gigolot to dance 
with. They were all taken. But I flicked 
an eyelash at Hogan, and he presented me. 
You gave me a silver dollar, the first I ever 
earned ard last. I have it yet.” 

The girl at the wheel was crying. 

“You don’t know,” she sobbed, “you don’t 
know what it is not to be popular. I don't 
suppose you can ever understand the things 
I’ve done!” 

“I do right now,” Blaine interrupted. .“I 
understand, little girl.” j 

Marian flashed him a weak but grateful 
smile. “When we used to have faculty 
picnics,” she went on more calmly, “I 
couldn’t cut up like the rest. Nobody ever 
knew I was along. When I went to Europe, 
as I saved money for months to do, the 
others in the party never noticed me. No 
matter how big the crowd, I was always 
alone. You don’t know how terrible it’s 
been !” 

Blaine tried to assure her that he did. 

“J don’t think I’m really so hateful. Ani- 
mals like me, and children, and old ladies. 
I get along fine with them. Oh, Mr. Corn- 
wall, I’m so ashamed of the way I acted 
I'm going to apologize 
to Mrs. Peyton. And will you forgive me, 
too? It’s just as though I'd gone suddenly 
crazy with loneliness!” 

“Poor little kid!” muttered Blaine. “Of 
course I forgive you.” 

“J had shares in an oil lease back in 
Oklahoma and while I was in Paris on my 
vacation they struck oil. I was rich, rich! 
With money, I thought, I’d soon make 
friends. I’d be popular. I didn’t want to 
go back to Oklahoma. So I decided to 
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settle in Springdale and see what would 
happen.” 

“Why ?” 

Marian turned candid eyes away from 
the road, directly towards the questioner. 

“Because when you told me it was your 
home town you spoke of it as if it were such 
a friendly place. But there’s no use my 
telling you all this if you know everything.” 

“I do. How you went to the Green 
Parrot Café, often, and Hogan told you all 
he knew about me. He told you I wasn’t 
a gigolot. But I never saw you there again, 
because I went to London the day after 
we danced together. I know how you 
hired him for a father, not knowing where 
to find a better one. And how you couldn't 
break the social ice in Springdale.” 

“Hogan promised to keep our secret!” 

“I wouldn’t let him. Besides, a drunken 
man isn’t good at keeping secrets. And a 
sensible woman doesn’t have any. Marian, 
we must tell Springdale the true story of 
this ‘relationship’—and break it off—before 
any false rumors to your discredit get 
started.” 

“All right,” assented Marian. 
submissive and contrite as she had been re-~ 
bellious. “No doubt I was foolish. 
thought even a queer father would be better 
than none. He got along fine. Everybody 
took him for a millionaire.” 
her hair, Marian sighed wistfully. 
was just as backward rich as poor.” 

“Backward?” Blaine contradicted _ her. 
“You're just too sweet to be forward.” 

“Oh, do you think so? When I heard 
you were in town I was too excited to 
breathe. I knew you’d recognize Hogan. I 
thought we’d laugh over him in private 
together. But you didn’t know me!” 

“I did. I knew you for a nice little 
thing I wanted to know better.” 

“Ugh, ‘a nice little thing!’ When Ina 
Peyton called me that it popped into my 
head that it was just what I'd always been 
-~a silly, sickening tiresome ‘nice little thing.’ 
That’s why nobody ever pays any attention 
to me, I thought. So I decided all at once 
to act like—well, like popular girls do these 
days, don’t they ?” 

“Some do,” Blaine said. “Some don’t. I 
myself have always preferred the old- 
fashioned type. Marian, your engine has a 
knock.” 

“I don’t hear it.” 

“I do. Stop and listen.” 


“But I 


She was as | 


But I) 


Brushing back | 


BEDIENTLY, Marian stopped. The 
moon shone but dimly through the 
leafy trees arching over the road and the | 
motionless roadster. 
“Why, the engine’s running like a top,” | 
declared Marian. 
“So it is,” admitted Blaine. “Turn it off. | 
You're wasting gas.” 
When there was no sound but the whis- | 
pering of the stars, Blaine said, “Marian, 
you think you can swear like a _ trooper, | 


drink like a fish, smoke like a Chinaman, | — 
You can’t—but | 9 


and dance like Gilda Gray. 
Marian, can you pet?” 

“T don’t know,” answered Marian. 
never tried.” 

Blaine Cornwall laughed, stole one kiss, | 
and folded his arms tight. 

“Start your engine, dear,” he said. “You're 
not going to try tonight. But when we've 
become such pals you've forgotten you ever 
were lonely—when you know me better— | 
when I have proved to you that I mean) 
what I say—” 

“Yes, yes,” breathed Marian. “Please goon.” | 

Blaine unfolded his arms. He couldn't | 
help it, there was so much for them to do. 
Besides, his intentions were honorable. 

“I’m going to tell you, sweet girl,” he 
said, “what a nice little thing you are.” 

And this time Marian didn’t protest. Per- 
haps after all that was what she really wanted 
to have him say. 
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DO YOU 
WANT TO EARN 


You can earn as high as $250 per month salary 
—steadily, permanently—in the vast un- 
crowded profession of Railway Traffic In- 
spection. We train you in three months’ spare 
time home study, and upon completion assist 
you to a position paying at least $120 per 
month, or refund your tuition. There's no 
hard selling—no starvation period—no hunt- 
ing for a job—just a pleasant occupation 
where you are practically your own boss. see 
new faces and places each minute and 
are rapidly promoted to $185, $250 
per month. 

_— HUNDREDS OF 
SATISFIED GRADUATES 

Write today for free booklet 

telling of many successes of 
our graduates, and tui- 
tion refund agree- 

makes 


ment that 
your future a certainty. 


YOUR THROAT 

Many serious diseases get their start in the 
throat. Don't let germs get hold of you; 
keep them moving. Gargle frequently when 
you: have acold or cough. Use alevel tea- 
spoonful of MU-COL dissolved in a glass of 
warm water. Gives cooling soothing relief. 

Cleans and freshens the membranes, so 

aids good health and sanitary clean- 

liness. Pleasant to the taste; 

is of users. 


MU-COL 
At Druggists, 35c, 60c, $1.20, or 
The MU-COL Company 
167 E. Tupper St., Buffalo, N.Y 
Send for Free Sample 


Div. 6 


SEND NO MONEY 
Genuine Full Cut Diamonds—No Chips 


No. 6132. 
Initial or Emblem Ring, 2 
Genuine Diamonds. 11!-Kt. 
White Gold Top. Emblem 
(any lodge) or any initial 
(Old English) Yellow or White 
Gold inlaid in Genuine Hepe 
R Onyx. Men- 


or 
tion if desired in solid White 
$95 GoldorGreenGold, sameprice. 


Termes (6 mos. to pay) 


rade Mark Buffalo Jewelry Mfg. Co. ou fw 


. 102 (or at your Jew 


This Reg. Ti 


Dept 
guarantees you genuine diamonds Washington St. 


Solid Gold Men's; Ne. 6746. 


Genuine Double 
Head Cameo (raised hand 
carved heads); 1-piece ston 
Heavy shank, in White -olix 
Gold or Green Gold. Genuine 
Stone-Onyx (nicely shaded). 
Send number of ring, size of 
finger, initial or emblem de- 
sired, and ring will be sent 
for inspection. 

Ask for Free Jewelry Catalog 


eler’s) 
Buffalo, N. Y. 


97 

re a 
retty 
lots.” 
hate \\ 
A G oR 
CPL 
AE 
Why 
laine, 
idn’t 
phan Re many tedious days. 
It is beneficial refreshment, too 
lance f 
AFTER EVERY MEAL 
ion't A 
rings > 
A REAL SALARY? 
teful 
ulty 1 
di 
| 
~~ RY 3 w/z. A Ring You Will Be Proud to Wear Jara 
No. 6746 
Exac 
to $24 


GROW— 


Yes, Grow Eyelashes 
and Eyebrows like this 
in 30 days 


THE: most marvelous discovery has been made—a 
way to make ey elashes and eyebrows actually 
grow. Now if you want iong, curling, silken lashes, 
you can have them—and beautiful, wonderful eye- 
rows. 

I say to you in plain English that no matter how 
scant the eyelashes and eyebrows, I will increase 
their length and thickness in 30 day $—or not accept 
a single penny. No “ifs,” “ands,” or ““maybes.” It 
is new growth, startling results, or no pay. And you 
are the sole judge. 


Proved Beyond the Shadow of a Doubt 


Over ten thousand women have tried my amazing 
discovery, proved that eyes can now be fringed with 
long, curling natural lashes, and the eyebrows made 
intense, strong silken lines! Read what a few of 
them say. I have made oath before a notary public 
that these letters are v oluntary. and genuine. From 
Mile. Hefflefinger, 240 W. “B" St., Carlisle, Pa. 
“I certainly am delighted. .. I notice the greatest 
difference ... people I come in contact with remark 
how long and silky my eyelashes appear." From 
Naomi Otstot, 5437 Westminster Ave., W. Phila., 
Pa.: “I am greatly pleased. My eyebrows and 
lashes are beautiful now."" From France s Raviart, 
R. D. No, 2, Box 179, Jeanette, Penn.: “Your eyes 
lash and eyebrow beautifie “+r is simply ‘marvelous. e 
From Pearl Provo, 2954 Taylor St., N. E., Minne- 
apolis, Minn.: “‘I have been using your eyebrow and 
eyelash Method, It is surely wondertul."" From 
Miss Flora J. Corriveau, 8 Pinette Ave., Biddeford, 
Me.: “I am more than pleased with your Method, 
My eyelashes are growing long and luxurious.” 


Results Noticeable in a Week 


In one week—sometimes in a day or two—you 
notice the effect. The eyelashes become more beau- 
tiful—ike a silken fringe. The darling little upward 
curl shows itself. The eyebrows become sleek and 
tractable—with a noticeable appearance of growth 
and thickness, You will have the thrill of a life- 
time—know that you can have eyelashes and eye- 
brows as beautiful as any you ever saw. 
Remember . in 30 days I guarantee results that 
will not only delight, but amaze. If you are not 
absolutely and entirely satisfied, your money will 
be returned promptly. I mean just that—no quibble, 
no strings. Introductory price $1.95. Later the 


price will be regularly $5.00, fate G 


Grower will be sent C. facil D. or you can send 
money with order. If money accompanies order 
postage will be prepaid. 

See eee eee eee 

Luc YOUNG, 

83-! Lucille Young Building, Chicago, Tl, 
me your new discovery for growing eye- 

lashes and eyebrows. If not absolutely and 

entirely satished, I will return it within 30 days 

and you will return my moncy without question. 

Price C. O. D. is $1.95 plus few cents postage. 

If money sent with order price is $1.95 and post- 

age is prepaid. 

State whether money enclosed or you want 

order C. O. D 
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' home town, Avis expected to see a limousine 


awaiting them. But there was nothing in 
the way of a greeting at the station. 
Gilbert did not seem surprised or annoyed. 
He signalled the station hack and away they 
rode. 

And Avis had her first glimpse of her 
husband’s home. She had visioned spread- 
ing lawns, enormous trees, a house of ma- 
jestic beauty. Instead the cab stopped at 
the door of a little house of nondescript 
color. On either side of it stood similar houses, 
flaunting their grays and browns, their lop- 
sided porches. Avis held herself in control 
even as she observed the tiny, neglected 
grass plot and the narrow, dark alley which 
separated the Trents’ house from the one 
alongside of it. 

“Is this home?” she asked Gilbert. Her 
voice was a terrifying blend of oil and ice. 
It passed unnoticed. He was transported 
with delight at being home and having her 
with him. 

He squeezed her hand. 
“Isn’t it a funny old shack? 
love the folks.” 


“Yes,” he said, 
You'll just 


ILBERT’S mother opened the door. She 
was the plump maternal type of 
woman who mothers everybody that comes 


| within her reach. She wore a gingham house 


dress and her hands testified to the fact that 
she’d done housework for many years. Gil- 
bert’s father was a lean, grizzled little man 
who rushed to put on his collar and tie 
when he saw Avis. 

So this was Gilbert’s home and his par- 
ents! Avis could think of nothing but the 
mean trick that had been played on her. 
Gilbert himself was utterly guiltless of the 
deception. 

He had never said or done anything to 
make her believe him wealthy. The Kings- 
leys had probably exaggerated the Trents’ 
standing when they spoke to Laura and 
Laura had unconsciously added her own 
embellishments to the story when she passed 
it on. 

The stay at the Trents’ was short for 
Gilbert was anxious to be back at his 
studies. Avis was unconcerned as _ to 
whether she stayed there or went back to 
New York. She was lackadaisical and dis- 


| interested. She held Gilbert at arm’s length 


and plied for time. He was kind. He said 
that he understood and that she should have 
all the time in the world for her heart to 
awaken. He was that sort of man. 

He said that he understood but he really 
did not. It would have been impossible for 
Gilbert’s loving nature to divine the 
thoughts that were in Avis’s mind. Back 
in New York she begged to be allowed to 
return to her cousin’s house for a while. 
Gilbert’s eyes looked stricken but he 
granted her wish. Laura frankly said that 
Avis was crazy but she opened her house 
to her again. 

Gilbert came to see his bride every day. 
She would find him looking at her long- 
ingly and would become impatient of his 
devotion. Oh, if he would only take his 
penniless purse somewhere that she should 
never see it again. 

One night he told her that he had a 
chance to make some money. His teacher 
had suggested him for a role in a comic 
opera. It was now being played and the 
tenor was ill. Taking his place meant that 
Gilbert would have to go to another city 
for three weeks. 

Avis advised him to grasp the oppor- 
tunity. He begged her to go with him but 
she said that she preferred to await his re- 
turn. 


The Golden Barrier 


{Continued from page 39] 


He was despondent over her decision and 
was all for giving the idea up completely 
but his loving wife pointed out the fact 
that it would be experience and with obvi- 
ous reluctance he said that he would go. 

He gave her a little money when they 
parted. Avis did not feel wholly content 
about taking it but reasoned that she would 
pay it back some day. 

The day after Gilbert left, Avis said 
good-by te Laura. She explained that she 
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had found an apartment for herself and 
Gilbert. Laura approved heartily of this 
and Avis left her an address which was 
probably a garage or a lunch room. 

Avis found a rooming house. It was nice 
enough and reasonable. From there she 
wrote a letter to Gilbert. 


Dear Gilbert: I would rather take a 
beating than tell you this but it must be 
told. It is not fair to either of us that | 
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should keep my secret. I love somebody 
else. I want a divorce.. I know that you 
are sporting enough to help me in this diffi- 
cult hour. If I accuse you of unspeakable 
things, will you promise not to defend 
vourself? I shall ask no alimony as I ex- 
pect to marry again as soon as the divorce 
is granted. Forgive and forget.—Avis. 


T MUST be true that God takes care of 

fools and children. If most women wrote 
such a letter to a man he would probably 
have her sanity tested. Fancy such a 
modest request as Avis made of poor, kind 
Gilbert ! 

Anyway he wouldn’t have been Gilbert 
if he hadn’t agreed to do as she asked. His 
letter came without reproaches, without en- 
treaties to change her mind and without 
mention of how he felt about the matter. 
He even said that he would pay for the 
divorce if Avis was not able to. 

She had planned to work and conserve 
her funds towards this end but on the whole 
it seemed better to take Gilbert’s offer as 
then she should be free sooner. Dimly she 
thought of paying him back some day. _ 

So the divorce proceedings began. Avis 
became very chummy with a girl across the 
hall. She was an artists’ model and besides 
getting work in the studios for Avis, she 
was also a help in the divorce. She was a 
witness to the fictitious case which was 
brought against Gilbert. Her name was 
Gwen Hildreth and she was the kind of 
friend. who tries to talk one out of one’s 
follies and when she finds she can’t, will 
then help one to be as foolish as one pleases 
to be. 

She was a beautiful blonde and a perfect 
friend. On the day that Avis was definitely 
freed from Gilbert Trent, Gwen said, “You 
got him; you got rid of him. Now, Avis_ 
Clayton, let’s see what else you get out 
of life.” 

Avis laughed recklessly. There was a 
mirror across the room in which she could 
see her reflection as they talked. She saw 
her eyes, long-lashed and gleaming, her hair 
falling in soft, silky waves. She was so sure 
that she was a favored daughter of fate 
that she was amused at the serious note in 
Gwen’s voice. 

“I helped you to get your divorce,” Gwen 
said, “because you wanted it. Heaven 
knows I didn’t approve of the idea. Mar- 
riage is the most important thing in every 
girl’s life. I think you should have given 
Gilbert a chance. You would have come 
to love him in time.” 

Avis said nothing. She had given Gwen 
to believe that she had divorced Gilbert 
merely because she had not loved him. 
Gwen’s loyalty and sincerity often made 
Avis feel a strange, unpleasant doubt that 
perhaps she after all was not quite perfect. 

The time passed pleasantly for the girls. 
Gwen and Avis took a large room with a 
kitchenette and pooled their funds. They 
each got plenty of work in several studios 
and managed splendidly. There were men 
who took them out now and then. Gwen's 
friends mostly. Nice enough chaps but they 
only represented dinners and _ theaters. 
Nothing more. They were not marrying 
men and it mattered little to Avis that they 
were not matrimonially inclined for she 
was still set on marrying money and these 
men did not have it in abundance. 

She soon discovered that the successful 
artists treated their models with cold cour- 
tesy and most of them were already mar- 
ried. She was contented enough however 
and a year passed by in which Gwen and 
Avis were happy and very busy. Despite 
the fact that they were popular models 
neither of them had saved a penny. Gwen 
was as fond of pretty clothes as Avis was 
although she had had a few hard knocks 
in her life and had learned not to rank 
clothes first in her list of important things. 


The following year held a surprise for 
Avis. A play called “The Queen’s Glove” 
made its appearance on Broadway. It was, 
she heard, a very high class sort of thing. 
Splendid voices and fine music. A_ well- 
known woman was starred in the show and 
the supporting cast was headed by Gilbert 
Trent. 

Avis saw his name in large type on the 
billboards as she passed the theater with 
Gwen. She was astonished and Gwen was 
amused. 

“See what you threw over?” Gwen smiled. 

It she had known Avis’s real reason for 
divorcing Gilbert she would have laughed 
aloud. Here was Avis living comfortably 
but certainly not luxuriously in a furnished 
room while Gilbert was on his way to 
success and a fortune. 

“The Queen’s Glove” proved unsuccessful. 
Avis followed its career in the newspapers 
and felt sorry for Gilbert when the show 
perished. She need not have pitied him 
however for though “The Queen’s Glove” 
had not satisfied the public, Gilbert Trent 
had. 

A scant two months after the closing of 
the play, Gilbert Trent appeared as the star 
in a musical version of “Bellarion.” Avis 
heard from several sources that Gilbert’s 
salary was a thousand dollars a week and 
that his royalties on Victrola records were 
enormous. 

“This is his first year as a star,” people 
said. “He'll make a great deal more money 
than that. He’s wonderful.” 

Somehow or other Avis had deveioped a 
little sporting instinct. Enough to make 
her feel that she had thrown him away and 
had no right now to cry over her folly. 
She made no effort to get in touch with 
him. She was even able to smile a little 
to herself at the irony of the situation. 


ILBERT’S popularity spread like wild- 


fire. Avis met no one who had not | 


seen the show. His name was on the lips ‘of 
all theater-loving people. 
forced her to see “Bellarion.” 

Gwen and Avis sat up in the balcony and 
watched Gilbert as he sang his role. He 
was a dashing, handsome hero and some- 
thing within Avis stirred at the sweetness of 
his voice. It was a feeling akin to the one 
she should have experienced months before 
in the light of a rose-colored lamp. She 
shook herself impatiently and maintained 
that she should feel the same if she had 
never met Gilbert Trent. It was merely 
admiration for his voice and the natural 
feminine response to a picture of courage 
and daring. Surely this would be another 
strange and ironical angle if Avis Clayton 
were to fall in love with the famous Gilbert 
Trent. 

No, she told herself, this was merely proof 
that “Bellarion” was a splendid piece of 
work. It had absorbed her wholly. Prob- 
ably every woman in the theater felt her 
heart beat faster at the bravery of the 
gallant adventurer. 

Gilbert’s play ran on. It was successful. 
But Gwen and Avis were facing storms. 

First of all the hot weather had come. 
Many artists were out of town. Others were 
loafing luxuriously. The girls got very little 
work. The summer before they had not 
felt the press of circumstances as they each 
had had a few dollars. 

Gwen asked the landlady about a cheaper 
room. She gave them one. It was on the 
top floor and it was suffocatingly hot. It 
was meant for one person and the double 
bed which was installed gave them hardly 
room enough to turn around. They re- 
duced their breakfasts to toast and coffee. 
Later they did without butter assuring them- 
selves that it was only a matter of a few 
days. They began eating sandwiches for 
dinner and those were of cream cheese or 
anything else that was cheap. 


Curiosity at last | 


Just what do the 


other wives mean 


when they talk together 
about feminine hygiene? 


HY do the others seem to know so 

much more than she does about this 
delicate subject? Probably they do not know 
more of the actual facts. They only seem to. 
Unfortunately, in a matter so intimate as 
feminine hygiene, any piece of information 
is likely to be accepted as truth. 


A few statements of plain fact 


Physicians and nurses in general approve 
the feminine hygiene routine as a healthful 
practice for mature women. They approve 
the practice, but not the old-fashioned 
methods—methods which involve the use of 
Caustic, poisonous germicides such as bi- 
chloride of mercury and the compounds of 
carbolic acid. The simple truth is that these 
deadly preparations are unnecessary. There 
is one antiseptic-germicide far superior for 
— of feminine hygiene — namely, 
nite. 


Zonite is immensely powerful, actually far 
stronger than any dilution of carbolic acid 
that can be allowed on the body. Yet it is 
as safe in use as pure water. No hardened, 
deadened membranes. No areas of scar- 
tissue. No deaths through accidental swal- 
lowing. Zonite is a real godsend to women 
as millions already know, who have 
achieved comfort, surgical cleanliness and 
peace of mind. 
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It is always safe to give a Bayer tablet; 
there is not the slightest harm in genuine 
The doctor can assure you that 
And 


Aspirin. 
it has no ill effects on the heart. 
you probably know from experience that 
Bayer Aspirin does banish all sorts of | 
pain in short order. Instant relief for | 
headaches; neuralgia, neuritis. Rheuma- 
tism, too. Nothing like it for breaking 
up a cold. At all druggists, with proven 
directions enclosed. 
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are enhanced by using 


| little. 
|anything the world had given her. 
|shallow drop of water believing that it 


|she had managed to get home. 


Avis laughed at herself in those days. 
Here was fortune’s favored child living in 
a stuffy room without proper food. She 
was glad that she could laugh at herself. 

In that dismal, hot room under a burn- 
ing roof, Avis Clayton found herself. She 
saw a girl who had hoped much and done 
A girl who had never appreciated 
A silly, 


should be distinguished from the other drops 
of water in the mighty river and treated 
more gently. She lived through her book 
of revelations and emerged another person. 

Gwen was a wonder through everything. 
Avis admired her intensely and strove to 
be as brave as she. And after all it was 
poor Gwen that the fates pounced upon 
when they got ready to show Avis what 
real trouble was. 

The girls had been looking for some work 
that did not depend upon artists. They had 
separated at Pennsylvania Station. Avis 
was on her way to a department store’s 
employment bureau and Gwen was going 
to try her hand at telephone operating. Avis 
did not get a job and soon after returned 
to the room. 

She was shocked speechless at the sight 
of her friend whom an hour before had 
been in perfect health. Gwen was walking 
up and down clutching despairingly at her 
right side. Beads of perspiration stood on 
her brow and upper lip. Her eyes were 
wild and her voice was a moan. 

Avis helped her to the bed and Gwen 
gasped that she knew nothing except that 
the pain had gripped her suddenly and that 
Avis coun- 
selled her to lie down but the pain was so 
intense that Gwen needed action. Avis was 
badly frightened. She looked in Gwen’s 
pocketbook where the joint funds were kept 
and saw less than three dollars but Gwen 


| had to have a doctor. 


A‘ rushed madly out into the street. A 
half block away lived a doctor. He lis- 
tened to the story and was willing to hurry. 
His haste sent icy fingers of fear to clutch 
at Avis’s heart. What she had said had 
aroused the doctor’s concern. Did _ that 
mean that she was to lose the only friend 
she had in the world. 

The doctor examined Gwen. Her agony 
was so intense that she could hardly re- 
main quiet for the brief moment that it 
took him to make the diagnosis. 

“Appendicitis,” he said. 

“What can I do for her?” Avis asked. 

His brows raised at the question. “Her 
appendix must be taken out,” he said. “She 
must be operated on today.” 

“We're out of work,” Avis said. “There’s 
no money.” 

“Tl call an ambulance,” the doctor said. 

Avis offered him two dollars which he 
waved aside as he went out. 

She returned to Gwen and looked down 
at her. Gwen opened her very blue eyes 
and looked up. 

“You heard what he said?” 

“Yes, everything. Don’t send me to a 
hospital, Avis,” she begged. “Maybe I won’t 
be all right in a minute. Maybe I’'ll—you 
know—maybe I won't get better. Please 
don’t let me go where I'll just be another 
charity case. Let me stay where I have 
a friend.” 

“Gwen,” Avis said. “Listen, you’re not 
going to be a charity patient. Be brave for 
a little while longer. Help is coming.” 

Avis called the landlady and explained 
the situation in a few hurried words and 
told her to send the hospital ambulance 
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away. Avis clutched the pocketbook with 
the last few bills and rushed out. She 
| called a taxicab and ordered the driver to 
| hurry to the theater where Gilbert's play 
hens Luckily it was a matinee day. Avis 
sent her name up to Gilbert’s dressing room 


and he came to her looking like a blessed 
lamp of promise on a dark and stormy sea. 

“What is it, Avis?” he asked. 

Her story burst from her in an amazing, 
prayerful rigmarole. That is, Gwen's story 
burst from her. She covered her own im- 
poverished state. She could not bear to 
have him think that this was a device by 
which she sought him in his success. 

“My friend is out of work, penniless,” 
Avis cried. “My husband is traveling on 
business and I won’t know just what town 
he is in until tomorrow. She'll die if she 
doesn’t have the operation today. I'd wire 
my husband for money only I don’t know 
just which town—” 

“Don’t worry,” he said. “Wait a minute.” 

He left her and when he came back he 
held a check in his hand. It was for five 
hundred dollars. 

“They'll cash this at the box office,” he 
said. “Call Dr. Morrow. He’s great for 
that sort of thing and he has a good sani- 
torium.” 

Avis thanked him and rushed away. Even 
as she rushed she thought of the expression 
that had come over Gilbert’s face when she 
mentioned her “husband.” He still loved 
her. It was cruel to tell him ‘that she had 
a husband but at any cost he must not 
think that she was after Gilbert Trent, the 
Broadway star. 

Avis telephoned Dr. Morrow. He was 
wonderfully kind and attentive to every 
detail. Soon Gwen had gone in a private 
ambulance to his sanitorium. Avis followed 
her and waited outside the glittering white 
and silver room until Gwen was out of 
danger. 

At six o’clock Gilbert Trent came to the 
sanitorium. Now that Avis knew that Gwen 
was going to live, she was a more poised 
creature. She thanked Gilbert prettily and 
promised him payment from her husband. 

It pained Avis to talk of this mythical 
creature whom she was supposed to have 
married. She hated to do it but Gilbert 
must have absolute assurance that she was 
not after his money. Oh, he had to believe 
that she was happily married and not pur- 
suing him 


ND why did it pain her to do this? 
Because she was in love with him. That 
heart of Avis Clayton’s so long frozen stiff 
with selfishness had melted in the time that 
she had spent facing want and self-denial. 
She thought these thoughts while she 
answered his remarks, complimented him 
on his play and spoke of Gwen’s sudden 
illness. He asked her out to dinner. Avis 
accepted as she was nearly famished. After 
dinner Gilbert offered to take her home. 
She could not object without appearing a 
fearful prig but she hated him to see that 
she lived in a rooming house. He must be- 
lieve that all was well with her. She gave 
him the address of a house on Murray Hill 
where one of her father’s clients had lived. 
It was a charming old house and Avis could 
see that Gilbert was impressed by its quaint 
grandness. He went away looking very 
thoughtful. 

Avis cried herself to sleep that night. She 
was in love with her ex-husband and he 
must never know it. 

She was up early in the morning. She 
wanted to visit Gwen and “also hunt a job. 

Avis found her friend weak and white 
against her pillow but smiling. A great 
bowl of red roses filled her room with a 
cheering brightness. 

“Your sweetheart?” Avis asked. 

“No, darling, your ex-husband.” 

“Not going to vamp him, are you?” 

“A girl could do worse,” Gwen said. 

Gilbert came next day to see Gwen. At 
least he said that he had come to see Gwen 
but as Gwen so aptly put it, “If he came to 
see me, why the devil didn’t he look at me?” 

Avis was curious about his actions. This 
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wasn’t like Gilbert to pay obvious attention 
to a girl who was married to somebody else. 

If there had not been the cursed com- 
plication of his success she would gladly 
have told him that she loved him. But 
there was that complication. A golden bar- 
rier between them. She could see in his 
eyes that if she said, “I am not married and 
I love you,” that he would rush her to a 
minister. But she could not do that. There 
was the golden barrier. The thing that 
would always make him wonder if she 
hadn’t remarried him for his success and 
money. 


HEY saw each other every day of the 
second week that Gwen was in the sani- 
torium. It was Sunday of the week that 
Gilbert took Avis to dine in a little isolated 
garden far out of the city. There, Gilbert 
told Avis again that he loved her. 

Avis stiffened in her chair. Was this really 
Gilbert ? Jas he actually telling a woman, 
a he knew to be married, that he loved 

er? 

“What are you saying, Gilbert?” 

“I’m asking you to remarry me.” 

“But I’m married.” 

“Oh, darling, you do love me. I could 
see it in your eyes so I was bold enough 
to have your new marriage looked up. 
There ain’t no such animal.” 

So the next day Avis married her ex- 
husband. It was not a remarriage. It was 
a marriage. This was not the same girl 
who had gone through the ceremony before. 
This was a person who had been born in a 
small, hot, furnished room where food was 
scarce and lovely clothes unattainable. This 
was a girl who loved Gilbert for himself. 

After the ceremony Avis and Gilbert 
drove to Gilbert’s home. It was a charming, 
old house with a quaint grandness about it. 
It was in the Murray Hill section. It was 
the same house in which John Clayton’s 
client had lived and the one which Avis had 
claimed. 

“Oh, I’ve had it for a year now,” Gilbert 
laughed. “Not so clever, little lady.” 

And taking some of her past perform- 
ances into consideration, Avis agreed with 


him that she wasn’t. 


clamations. Our hostess said she would 
cook the luncheon for us. She did .nd I 
think it was the most tasteless, unappetizing 
meal I ever ate in my life. I saw instantly 
that she had no feeling for food; she ate 
almost nothing herself. The whole thing 
came from her brain instead of her heart. 
She had adopted this career and had made 
herself shine in it, but it could not stand 
any real test. I have seen negro cooks in 
South Carolina prepare a far better meal 
with a few pots and pans than this house- 
hold expert. But negroes, you see, love 
food. With them it is an emotion. 

Before the luncheon was over I found out 
that our hostess had really wanted to be an 
actress but her family prevented her from 


going on the stage. After we had all helped 


put the dishes in the electric dishwasher 
the kitchen expert draped a Spanish shawl 


around her lithe form and gave a wonderful 


exhibition of Carmen. I came away think- 
ing that the drama had certainly lost some- 
thing when that woman began to play with 
carbohydrates and baking temperatures. 
Unless you have some very unusual na- 
tural talent for a definite business pursuit 
the best way to make your beginning in 
business is as a stenographer. But be a 
good one. In my twenty years of business 
life I have met only six good stenographers. 
And everyone of these six rose to higher 


How to Choose a Career 


[Continued from page 69] 


positions and large pay. I am not exagger- 
ating when I say that if you make yourself 
a first-class stenographer the business world 
will simply rise to its feet and welcome you. 

But what is a good stenographer? In 
the first place a competent stenographer 
ought to know how to spell, how to punc- 
tuate and how to write grammatical English. 

Her temper must not be sharp and she 
ought to possess the fine quality of pa- 
tience, for her employer is just as likely to 
be a fool as not, and one must be patient 
with fools. Most men in business are not 
models of efficiency, otherwise there would 
not be so many failures. A _ first-class 
stenographer supplies the routine efficiency 
that her employer often lacks. That is why 
excellent stenographers are so highly valued. 
If you are a good stenographer you know 
such things as who is the President of Mex- 
ico, who wrote Pendennis, what is the most 
valuable agricultural crop in the United 
States, as well as what happened to the 
memorandum about Jones and Company. 


RE you having trouble choosing 
your career? If you are, write 
your problems to Gelen Woodward 
through this department in Smart Set 
and she will try to help you 


Your employer may not know any of these 
diverse things but you ought to know, for 
it is your business. These requirements are 
easy enough, but it never seems to enter the 
heads of nine stenographers out of ten that 
anything is expected of them except to 
write a few misspelled letters. 

The reason for this general slackness is 
that most girls who work in offices, espe- 
cially as clerks and stenographers, are not 
interested in what they are doing. They 
want to do something else and they put 
up a sort of defensive wall between them- 
selves and their jobs. 

The great advantage of starting out as a 
stenographer is the complete knowledge of 
business from the ground up that one gets. 
There is no school of commerce that can 
teach as much about the technique and op- 
eration of a business concern as a wide- 
awake stenographer can learn. If you are 
in doubt as to what you ought to do, start 
as a stenographer. Then, when you have 
your bearings you can look about and get 
into the kind of business you like. 

In the December SMart Set I shall tell 
the story of Mary Kincaid, a girl who almost 
scored a failure in her first job, but who 
eventually made good. She was earning 
$25.000 a year when she married a few 
years ago and went around the world in her 
husband's yacht. 
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Odorless Servietie 


YOUNG lady user writes us: 

“Being employed in an office 
with sixty or more young women as 
I am, one cannot be too careful about 
their personal hygiene. 
“Dusting Tyree’s Antiseptic Powder on 
the Serviette is wonderful for destroy- 
ing odors, has a cooling effect and gives 
one a secure feeling.” No matter what 
Serviette is used, this method assures 
the feeling of personal cleanliness. 


Antiseptic Powder 


Used as a douche, has been recom- 
mended by physicians for over 40 years, 
because it is a powerful and efficient 
germ killer, yet absolutely harmless and 
non-poisonous to humans. It is sooth- 
ing and healing in action—but will not 
injure the most delicate membranes 
under any conditions. 

Try it as a bath for tired, tender, per- 
spiring feet—you'll be grateful for the 
comfort it will give. It is excellent, 
too, for that nasty throat irritation due 
to smoking or exposure; gargling or 
inhaling will bring quick relief. Every 
medicine chest should have a box of 
Tyree’s Antiseptic Powder as part of 
its standard equipment, ready for 
emergency antiseptic use, such as cuts, 
bruises, insect bites, etc. 

IMPORTANT: Remember that Tyree’s is stainless, 
will not remove color, is odorless, easy and eco- 


nomical to use. It is conveniently packaged, 
wrapped always in blue tissue 


At All Good Druggists 


Be SURE and write for our 
little booklet on Feminine 
Hygiene; in it you will find, 
in short, quickly readable 
form, certain feminine facts 
and hygienic secrets which 
every woman should know. 


J. S. TYREE, Chemist, Inc. 


Service Dept. HH Washington, D. C. 


were there. He had everyone in the place 
laughing at him. 

Her madness is not without its method, 
in fact it’s not madness at all, it’s simply 
foresight on her part. After all she’s told you, 
if you take her out and if you do you have 
|my sympathy, you've been fully informed 
beforehand as to where she likes to go and 
what sort of times she is used to having. 
It’s up to you to keep a step ahead of Freddy 
and the rest. And you're never happy with 
her. No matter what you do or how hard 
you try, the ghosts of her other playmates 
|keep crowding you. So be sensible and say 
| to her, “Well, as long as Freddy took you to 
the Frivolity, you know what it’s like, so 
we'll go around to the B. and G.” If you 
can live through the icy stare you get, you’re 
making it a lot easier for the next fellow she 
meets. 

Then there are the vampish types, at least 
those who think they are. They fit the 
words to the music when they are dancing 
and hum in your ear, and give your hand a 
little squeeze under cover. If you watch 
them closely enough you can see them do the 
|same thing to the next partner. 
| They begin by telling you that you look 
a lot like some one they once knew. If there 
is a girl friend at hand they turn around and 
say, “Edith, doesn’t he remind you of so and 
so?” If Edith knows her cue she says yes. 
Or if they think you’re weak enough to be- 
lieve them, they'll tell you you look like some 
movie actor. Just what good this does, I 
don’t know. It’s supposed to touch your 
vanity, I guess. One of the most irritating 
specimens of this type I ever met always 
insisted on giving me portions of food from 
her plate in crowded restaurants. I suppose 
she thought she was being nice but it made 
me feel like a trained seal. 


OMETIMES they like to be mysterious. 
They begin by telling you they are en- 
gaged. Any ordinary ring that happens to 
be on their finger will do for the engagement 
ring. And their boy friend is so jealous. Once 
he said he would kill any one he saw talking 
to them. This is all simply to add spice to 
the acquaintanceship. After a week or two, 
the supposed engagement fades away into thin 
air and no more is said about it. One ad- 
| mitted to me of her own accord that she had 
; made it up just for fun. But as a rule they 
don’t like to be reminded of it after they 
|have stopped making-believe. If you men- 
|\tion it they may start the whole thing over 
again in self-defense. I have always suspected 
that these fake engagements are intended as 
bait for a real one. The best comeback is to 
frame up an engagement of your own. That 
makes it fifty-fifty. 

They like to be mysterious in lots of other 
little ways too. If you admire a bracelet or 
a string of beads they have on, they become 
mysterious and won't tell who gave it to 
lthem. “You wouldn’t like it if I told you,” 
\they say. They probably bought it them- 
selves in the five-and-ten but that doesn’t 
make any difference. They want you to think 
some one terribly fond of them gave it to 
them. And they love to give you initials in- 
stead of their full names. “My first name 
begins with an M. If you guess it right I'll 
tell you,” they say and if you're foolish 
enough to start guessing, they keep it up all 
day. Call them something that they hate, 
like Gwendolyn, and they'll tell you their right 
names quickly enough. 

Next, the “gimme” girl. As a baby she 
probably reached for everything in sight and 
wouldn't stop crying until it was given to 
her. And now that she’s grown up, the 
habit of wanting everything she sees has re- 
mained with her. If you walk past a the- 


I Know Your Line 


[Continued from page 40] 


ater she looks up at the lights and says, “Oh 
there’s a show I want to see.” In front of 
novelty-jewelry stores she seems to get 
fallen arches and it’s practically impossible 
to move her away. She'll point at something 
and say, “Mabel has one just like that, but 
she won't tell me where she got it. I think 
I'll go in and price it.” If you're wise you'll 
wait for her out on the sidewalk. Even at 
that she’s liable to come to the door with 
something or other just to show you how it 
looks on her and find out whether you think 
it’s becoming or not. There are a thousand 
little tricks like that and one is as good as 
another. 

They go into ecstasies over everything they 
see. In front of a florist shop, “Oh, aren’t 
those flowers just bea-u-tiful? They're al- 
most the color of my dress.” And in front 
of a drug store, “Oh, that reminds me, I have 
to get a refill for my compact.” You go in 
with her to get a refill and you come out 
with an assortment of cosmetics she could 
start a beauty parlor on, with a roll of film 
for her camera, a chocolate float and a few 
telephone calls thrown in. All you're glad 
about is that it wasn’t the piano department 
at Macy’s. 

After you once get to know her line you're 
comparatively safe because you know what 
to expect and how to guard against it. Like 
a friend of mine who was giving a party 
one night. When I got there he had the 
closet door open and was putting things 
away: books, cigarette-lighters, odds and 
ends, even the shawl that went over the 
piano. 

I asked him if he was moving. 

“No,” he said, “but Bernice is coming 
over later and everything she sees she wants 
to take home with her, so I have to hide 
things until she leaves.” 

The “gimme” girl and the gold-digger are 
closely related, only the gold-digger has ad- 
vanced a little farther along the line. The 
“gimme” girl is an amateur, the digger is 
almost professional in her methods some- 
times. 

I know one who has developed a system 
that’s really original. She has a mother who 
seems to spend the time asking for things. 
Every time you meet the girl she says, “Oh, 
mother asked me to bring her home some 
candy but I’ve forgotten my hand-bag,” or, 
“Mother told me not to forget to get her a 
pair of stockings and I left the change home 
on the dresser.” If you think you can dodge 
the hint you're wrong. She follows this up 
with, “Could you lay it out for me until the 
next time I see you?” And of course she 
only goes around with gentlemen, and no 
gentleman would think of reminding a girl 
of a little thing like that the next time they 
meet. As for the stockings themselves, if you 
happen to notice them on her a day or so 
later, she will cheerfully admit that she and 
her mother both wear the same size and she 
just borrowed them without letting mother 
know. 


NOTHER member of this tribe has a 

quaint habit of making you think she is 
doing it all for your sake. “Don’t they look 
good!” she says in front of a store window. 
“How would you like to have me walking 
down the street with you wearing one of 
those? Wouldn’t you be proud of me?” 
And then when she has it she says, “I'll 
only wear it when I’m with you.” Of 
course she will, because when she’s with 
somebody else she'll use the same line over 
again and get another. 

There are girls, and plenty of them too, 
that don’t have lines. But the better-looking 
a girl is and the more popular she is, the 
greater the temptation for her to practise a 
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line on the boys she may meet. And the ' 
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strangest part of it is, a boy always remem- 
bers the girls with lines much longer than 
he does the ones without them. Even when 
the line isn’t fooling him a bit, it impresses 
dh him somehow. Maybe the girl with a line 
of is a girl with a lot of personality, who in- 
et stead of going on the stage and acting before 
dle an audience, does her acting before one per- 
ng son at a time. 
ut I hope I haven’t seemed too harsh on our 
nk little friends and playmates. The truth is, 
ll of course, that boys have as many different 
at lines as the girls, and probably with a good 
ith deal less imagination and cleverness to back 
it them up. But naturally I've only heard 
nk theirs second-handed from the girls them- 
nd selves. Whereas I can judge plentifully of 
as the lines girls string us fellows along with. 
So I say, as some one or other has said 
ey before me, no matter how thin you slice it, 
n't it’s still boloney. 
al- 
She’ 
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u UR NE : 
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"re [Continued from page 83] e 
hat 
ike marriage is something terribly spiritual or ry e L Inos he Wants 
a something that you ought to go into with 
the awfully serious ideas and all, beca I mean ‘ . P 
ngs prin» ema ~ gl yen aan wan ae OOK at drawing No. 1 above. Then compare it with No. 2 and note the 
and “I've never met a girl with such high improvement Federal School training has made in the work of Art Nelson. 
the ideals! You're the first girl I’ve ever met Before he studied drawing with the Federal Schools, he worked as a sur- 
who's really inspiring. Oh, if you only | veyor’s assistant at $18.00 a week. Today he has a fine  apaos in the work 
could care for me, Kitty!” he enjoys at $75.00 a week. He says, “The Federal Schools made this possible 
ing “I’m awfully fond of you, Mincing, dear. through their training and co-operation, as I had only average ability before 
ints Gosh, life’s so awfully difficult, though, isn’t enrolling as a student.” Mr. Nelson is just one of hundreds of young people 
ride it? I mean what can I do?” making good money because of Federal training. 
“What do you mean?” fe) Stiles f h be be M 
pportunities for artists have never been tter. agazines and news- 
pr , Oh, gosh, it’s all so impossible! I mean papers buy millions of dollars worth of illustrations every year. If you like 
adore Talma and I wouldn’t do anything 1 talent ke your livi 
The to hurt her for the world. Don’t you see to draw, let your talent make your living. 
r is that even if I could care for you, Mincing, I The Federal School of Illustrating has taught hundreds of successful 
me- could never show it?” students. That is because its methods of instructions are right. Over fifty 
“Kitty! You do care for me!” breathed famous artists such as Sid Smith, Neysa McMein, Clare Briggs, Charles 
tem Mincing, taking her in his arms again, and Livingston Bull, Norman Rockwell and many others contribute exclusive les- 
who Kitty didn’t bother to deny the soft im- sons and drawings to the Federal Course. They tell you their methods in a 
_—- peachment because she rather liked Mincing’s | clear understandable way. The subjects include illustrating, cartooning, letter- 
‘Oh, necktique. They kissed ecstatically, unaware | ing, poster designing, window card illustrating, etc. They are easy to learn 
ome of the dismayed scrutiny of Ransom, who | the “Federal Way”—at home in your spare time. 
or, had come upon them suddenly, after a | i 
er a frantic search. Have Your Drawing Talent Tested 
ome “Everybody’s gone into lunch,” stuttered | . er 
odge Ransom, when he had mastered his emotions | If you like to draw, you may have the free criticism 
3 up sufficiently to speak. “Talma sent me out | and analysis of your work by sending for our free 
the to look for you.” | Vocational Test 
she “Ransom!” gasped Kitty, going to him, Chart. We will 
| no impulsively. “I’m so glad you came.” She send with it our 
girl lowered her voice to a confidential whisper. | free book, “A 
they “I think Mincing’s had too much. I mean | Road to Bigger 
you I was simply terrified, because he suddenly Things,” which 
ir so grabbed me and before I knew it he was | ¢XPlains illustrat- 
and kissing me! I mean I was actually embar- ing as a profes- 
| she rassed to tears, my dear, because I mean I sion. Nelson got 
ther was simply powerless to do anything about his start sending 4 4 
it because I mean he was so brutal, sort of. | for it. This is any 
Gosh, I think he’s poisonous—I mean I ac- | your opportunity e a 
he is When, later, Talma and Kitty were talk- | out the coupon a 
look ing over the events of the hectic dgy which now. a 
dow. had been crowded with events in honor of 
“~~ the wedding party, Talma said, “I’m so glad FEDERAL SCHOOL OF ILLUSTRATING a 
“Pll tale Please send your free book, “A Road to Bigger Things,” together with 
Of the rose garden before luncheon. He thinks Vocational Test Chart. ; 
with you're terribly clever, my dear.” N ; 
over “Well, my dear,” replied Kitty, easily, BME Age 
“all I actually did was to sit heavily and , gq 
too, listen to him rave on about you. I mean Occupation omer a 
he adores you, my dear. I think you're aw- 
, the fully lucky to be marrying somebody who's 
ise a so completely infatuated with you, my dear. | 7 
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EYES that Uharm 
A touch of *“*MAYBELLINE” works beauty 
wonders. Even light, scant eyelashes are made 
to appear naturally dark, long and luxurious. 
All the hidden loveliness of your eyes, their 
brilliance, depth and expression—is instant- 
ly revealed. The difference is remarkable. 
Millions of women in all parts of the 
world, even the most beautiful actresses 
of the stage and screen, now realize 
that ‘‘MAYBELLINE” is the most 
important aid to beauty and use it 
regularly. Perfectly harmless. 
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Keep Your 
Skin Young 
Remove all blemishes and discolorations by 
regularly using pure Mercolized Wax. Get an 
ounce, and use as directed. Fine, almost in- 
visible particles of aged skin peel off, until all 
defects, such as pimples, liver spots, tan, freck- 
les and large pores have disappeared. Skin is 
beautifully clear, soft and velvety, and face 
looks years younger. Mercolized Wax brings out 
the hidden beauty. To quickly remove wri 
age lines, use this face lotion: 1 ounce 
powdered saxolite and 1 half pint witch hazel. 
At Drug and Department Stores Everywhere 


too that ransom money had been placed at 
the point demanded, but no one called for it. 

“Matt wouldn't explain why they hadn’t 
taken the ransom money and from that time 
on I was silent. I couldn't speak. 

“The morning of the tenth day they left 
me foot-loose and my hands were bound less 
tightly than usual. As soon as Matt was 
gone I began struggling with the cords. It 
was awful work but I got myself free finally. 
I was almost suffocated with excitement. 
I stole into the next room. No one was there. 
|I did not know exactly where I was or how 
far I could escape, so I decided to take what 
food and drink I could find in the shack. 
On a shelf I found two oranges and some 
bananas. These I put in a little sack which 
was on the floor. Then I noticed a whiskey 
flask and I took it, because I knew I might 
get faint and dizzy on the desert. I shook 
with fear, I had to hurry so. I realized that 
if I passed out and was found, it was best to 
have some mark of identification on me. I 
tore a scrap from the label of another bottle 
lying there and with a burnt match scratched 
my name and address on it and stuck it in 
my sack. 

e UT of doors everything was quiet. I 
stole out along the way I thought Matt 
and the other man took every night. But I 
hadn’t gone far before I became absolutely 
| terrified of their coming down the road, so I 
| struck into the desert. I can’t remember much: 
the glaring hot sun, the dizziness, the sand. 
the cactus that tore at me, my shoes all 
twisted, my clothes torn. It lasted for hours 
and hours, but I was so desperate I went on 
|ten, fifteen, I don’t know how many miles 
|} till I sank down to rest in the shade of a 
giant cactus. I took a swig of the whiskey 
and it tasted strange. A swallow made me 
so intoxicated I fell asleep. When I woke I 
gave a cry of joy, for I could see cement 
houses not far away. I wondered I hadn't 
noticed these before but I concluded I must 
have been too dizzy to notice anything. 

“I got up, sore and stiff and weak, and 
went into the little town. It was Sabrina. 
An Indian showed me where the sheriff was. 
He came out of his house and I told him the 
story. Then he said: 

“*But look at your clothes!’ 

“I looked. I was dumbfounded, Mr. Leg- 
gers. My dress, my stockings, my pumps 
were brand new, untorn, unspotted. I re- 
membered how my clothes had been torn, my 
shoes twisted. These were new clothes. 
Those were not the ones I had escaped in. 

“‘T've been kidnapped,’ I cried, ‘ten days.’ 
But the sheriff only laughed at me and made 
me a prisoner. 

“You know the rest. Before I was kid- 
napped I was a star and held the world in 
my arms; when I came back, my home was 
destroyed; Lionel was lost to me and my 
career was over. 

“Do you believe me?” she asked. 

I looked into her eyes, which did not flinch 
and which seemed profoundly deep and true. 
Not once in telling her story had she made 
a slip nor been inconsistent. And yet if the 
thing wasn’t a frame-up, what was it? And 
if it was a frame-up, how could she be in- 
nocent? As the sheriff of Sabrina said after 
being asked by the Los Angeles police whether 
she hadn’t appeared exhausted and weak: 

“She acted that way, gentlemen, but then 
she is an actress.” 

That was it. Nevertheless I deemed it 
wise to say I believed in her. 

Tears of thankfulness shone in her eyes. 

With a sudden half-sob, she said, “Will 
you see Lionel? Will you try to make him 
understand?” Her mouth twisted with bit- 
ter sobbing. “How can he think so harshly 


[Continued from page 86) 


of me? Why can’t he see the truth of it?” 

An hour later Wattles and I met on the 
flying field in Glendale. A continued search 
had already been made around Sabrina by 
motor car and by foot to find the shack in 
the wilderness Leda had described and all 
such search had been futile. If Leda’s story 
were true—and I had to begin on that as- 
sumption since she was my client—then prob- 
ably the house, which she said was new, had 
been purposely built where it would be most 
hidden and inaccessible. And also these 
men she told of must be envaged in some 
traffic, probably bootleggine, which made it 
necessary for them to have a secret meeting 
place that would be hard to find. 

A search by airplane had not been made 
and that method alone could put the observer 
over the country so that it became a map 
for him to study with speed and accuracy. 
This was the method I planned to use. 

While we waited on the field for our plane 

I asked Wattles what the exhibits in the case 
showed. 
_ “Darn little,’ he grunted. “Shoes bought 
at Bainbridge and Company, !ocal depart- 
ment store. But they say they sell so many 
of them they can’t keep track. Then there 
is the whiskey flask, absolutely clean and 
washed. And then there’s the label.” 

He handed me a bit of paper, with dried 
shining mucilage on the side where Leda’s 
name and address was written in burnt 
match and with fragments of printing on 
the other which read, “Co. Inc. ati.” 

“Some drug company, I suppose, probably 
in Cincinnati,” I surmised. I handed the 
paper back to Wattles. 

It was about eleven in the morning that 
we hovered over the little town of Sabrina, 
which wheeled below us on the stark treeless 
ground, a squalid place of flat ‘dobe houses 
and deserted dirt streets. Far to the south 
we could see the bed of the Rio Grande with 
a shining ribbon of water; here and there in 
that wide expanse there were hills, stretches 
of sand, patches of sage-brush. 


HEN we began circling. The pilot carried 

out the maneuver perfectly, which was 
merely to make a growing spiral about Sabrina 
so that time and again we would turn the 
same circle, but each time a wider one. Wattles 
and I looked over the side and watched care- 
fully. Every time we spotted some dark 
ravine or some patch of trees, we signaled 
our pilot, who made the plane dive so that 
we would almost brush the tree tops or touch 
the canyon side. This went on for some 
twenty minutes when Wattles reached over, 
grabbed me, and pointed. Leaning far out, 
I saw a valley. We signaled Connelly, the 
pilot. As we rushed to earth I gave a shout. 
I could discern something that looked like 
a patch of unpainted shingles. 

“Land,” I signaled. 

We landed at some distance from an in- 
distinct road through the desert wastes, each 
carrying a revolver. We slipped out of our 
flying togs and started forward. 

“Tt’s a house all right,” said Wattles. 

I led the way. We ascended a hill of sand, 
then destended through the sparse trees of 
the valley to the road, and went down the 
road—it was really the dry bed of a stream 
—until we sighted what was a new and un- 
painted house. At that point, we began 
running, revolvers in hand. I flung the door 
of the shack open, and we rushed in. The 
room was empty. I opened a little door in 
the wall. There was a tiny room, a bunk. 
a table, a few wall hooks. I turned back 
and confronted Wattles and Connelly. 

“This is the house,” I whispered. “She 
didn’t lie about this.” 

“Let’s search,” put in Wattles. 
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He began peering about the wall and sud- 
denly I saw him reach to a shelf and bring 


down a blue bottle. Then he took the torn 
label from his pocket, and fitted it. 

“Look at this bottle,’ he cried. The 
patched label read: Chloroform, Fairhope & 
Co., Inc., Cincinnati. The label Leda used 
had been torn from this bottle.” 

We searched the place thoroughly but 
found nothing else. Then we noticed that 
the house had an attic reached by a ladder. 
' climbed up, gave a look and descended. 

“Well,” I said, “this much is clear. From 
the boxes up there I know the men here are 
dope-smugglers! That’s what we've run 
into. And we'd better hurry, for we may 
expect a visit from them before long.” 

Leda had said they came regularly at 
noon. It was now so close to the noon hour 
that we ventured out of the house very cau- 
tiously. Nothing appeared in any direction. 
The heat was consuming; the sun, blinding. 
Circling the house we found a rubbish heap 
and in a few moments later Wattles tri- 
umphantly exhibited a cardboard box, 
marked Bainbridge & Company, Los An- 
geles, Calif. The tissue paper was still in 
it and a torn sales slip, a carbon copy read- 
ing: “September third, Ellie White, 2006 
Tanger Street.” That was all. 

This I pocketed. ‘“There’s a woman worth 
seeing,” I said. 


HIS discovery changed my campaign. I 

signaled the men to follow me, and we 
went back inside. We climbed the ladder into 
the loft, and since the hole was near the 
center of the room, we stretched flat on the 
attic floor and looked over the three sides, 
our guns ready. 

We heard the increasingly loud hum of a 
motor. It chugged to within a short dis- 
tance of the house and stopped. The world 
was unbelievably still again. We softly 
edged back until we could neither see nor 
be seen. 

And then they came, two of them. There 
were voices, one affable, light, the other 
snarly and low. 

Since Matt was the gentlemanly one, it 


was his voice which must be the affable and | 


light one. 

I nodded to Wattles, he to me. We would 
see if they would spill any secret before we 
acted. 

“Ansel Leggers is on our trail,” Matt an- 
nounced. 

So it was out. And how had it leaked? 

“Who's he,” muttered my unseen enemy. 

“Ansel Leggers?” murmured Matt. “He’s 
a New York detective.” 

“New York,” murmured Skippy in a 
changed tone. 

“Yes,” Matt rose. “So, Skippy, I wish 
you'd come to your senses. Lay off the 
dope long enough and you'll see that this 
hole has become too hot for us. If they 
keep it up long enough and Leda Barrie has 
enough money to pay for the search they’re 
bound to find us.’ 

“Well, they won't,” said Skippy. “They 
haven’t yet. So shut up and get busy, while 
I go out for some wood.” 

I gave the signal and all three of us softly 
climbed down, freeing our gun-arms and 
covering the two men. In that moment I 
saw that Matt was tall and thin, his hair 
scanty and gray and that Skippy was short 
and squat with an ugly face, unshaved, and 
small greedy eyes. 

Skippy was making for the door and Matt 
was rising from the chair. In the stillness 
my ordinary tones of voice carried distinctly. 

“You're caught,” I said. “Stick ’em up!” 

They stopped Skippy in his tracks; Matt 
was still crouching. They turned and stared 
at us. Then up shot their hands. 

Matt’s voice was trembling. 

“Good work. Is it Mr. Leggers?” 

“The same,” I said. 

“Welcome, gentlemen.” 


Direct From Our Factory 


Today’s greatest radio! 

Truly sensational offer! | $§000.00 
The 8-tube PACKARD CASH BOND 
A.C.$250 Electric Radio | %0 Beck Our 


shipped to any home in 
the U.S. at direct-from- ~ 
factory price of only $99. And to prove our 
claims we will ship this set to your home on 


30 Days’ 
FREE TRIAL! 


The PACKARD have invented 
this most unusual, oe SUPER-8 Tube 
Radio. The volume and tone quality is astonish- 
ing. Selectivity and long-distance reception is 
remarkable. Leading radio engineers unani- 
mously agree that there is no better radio made 
—regardless of price. 


Let us prove this by shipping a set to your 
home on 30 days’ trial. Examine the set from 
A to Z. Let the most exacting critics pass on its 
merits, And if, after the 30 day trial period, you 
are convinced that the Packard 8-tube Electric 
is fully the equal of any console radio set selling 
up to $250, you may keep it at our factory price 
of only $99 — otherwise, return it, 


This marvelous set combines every new 
scientific development in receiving sets — pos- 
sessing beauty, refinement, durability. Gets ev- 
erything on the air from coast to coast—loudly, 
clearly and distinctly. Only one dial to tune. 


YouSavetheJ obbers’,Dealers’ 
and Salesmen’s Profits 


The Packard Radio is shipped direct from our 
factory. All of the in-between profits are deducted 
from the price. of the set, and instead of paying $250 
you pay only $99. Quantity production, economy in 
selling, and only r small profit for the manufacturer, 
makes this astounding offer possible 
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Joyful Work 


8 in one day with this 
exclusive 


RAINPROOF Cap. 
Hundreds of 


men are 
reportin amazing 
incomes. Y ou will get 


your at once 
—we deliver | 
collect. 


The Taylor Cap is something entirely new and 
different. Each cap is absolutely RAINPROOF 
—the moisture can’t soak int Every man you 
meet wants one because it is far superior to 
store caps—yet it is priced surprisingly low. 
Choice of the finest woolens, latest styles. Every 
cap is tailored to individual measure. 
Just Wear FREE CAP 

As a Side Line the Taylor RAINPROOF Cap is 
the biggest proposition you've ever encountered. 
You can easily add $75-$100 to your regular in- 
come, Charlie Horstman writes, “I haven’t 
found a man who doesn't fall for the Made-to- 
Measure Idea. They are proud to tell their 
friends the cap was made for them peronastiy. 
We furnish you with a Free RAINPROOF Cap 
to use in making demonstrations. The Taylor 
Cap is the same quality, materials and work- 
manship as caps selling in the finest New York 
and Chicago stores at $4-$5! Send for our FREE 


“And be damned,” added Skippy. 
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Packard Radios are also 
made for BATTERY 
OPERATION 

Priced as low as 


Don’t miss this reformat ty. Send 


etter or 
at once fer. In the 
A.C.—8 oR 


"2323 Milwaukee Ave. 
Dept. CHICAGO. ILL. 


THIS Way” 


Say Smartest 
‘Hairdressers 
| Every woman knows henne is the 


comes an amazing new kind of 
henne, so wonderful in results 
that New York's fashionable hair- 
dressers—and thousands of other 
beauty shops—use it to revive 
lovely, natural color in streaky, 
gray hair. 


New Scientific Henné 
Restores Natural Color 
In Only One Treatment! 


Neos-Henne, the NEW, SCIENTIFIC HEN- 
NE, is made in EIGHTEEN EXQUISITELY 

BEAUTIFUL NATURAL TINTS from Ash Blond to 
Black. Like all henne it is absolutely safe and pure. 
Won't discolor scalp. Can’t fade or wash out even 


after curling or sea bathing. Permanently COLORS 
hair TO CT SHADE WANTED in one treat- 
ment. So easy to apply you 
can do it yourself at home. Get 
the proof about Neos-Henne. 
Send Lock to scalp, 
mail it with your name. 
of Hair address and color wanted. 


ill t al tint oak 
for FREE | restore origina 


once to Neos-Henne Co. 


Fifth Ave., Dept. 111, N. vo 


Selling Outfit—no deposit, nothing t Ww 
at once. TAYLOR CAP MPGRS. Dept. 13-L, Cnenat, 
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THIS EVE SILHOUETTE 
AWAKENS 
GLAMOROUS BEAUTY 


In a dainty, silvery compact, wafer-thin, is 
the smart loveliness that creates the eye sil- 
houette and instantly makes the eyes seem 
larger, more expressive and utterly allur- 
ing. It is the precious gift of Cream Winx. 


I's the whispered word of fashion that 
eyes, to look their loveliest, must be framed | 
in this new “Eye Silhouette”... . the pre- 
cious gift of Winx. 

What magic! A deft flick. A light caress | 
. + + « and eyes are lovelier, seemingly 
larger and more expressive. By framing | 
them in a soft shadowy fringe of luxuriant 
lashes, Winx, the cake or cream, brings 
to the eyes such enchanting beauty... . 
make it yours. 

There’s no hint of artificiality. Winx 
adorns the eyes naturally. It is safe, harm- 
less, and so easy to apply. Today, obtain 
Winx, (cake or cream) from your favorite 
shop. 75¢ complete. Ross Company, 243 
West 17th Street, New York City. 


Abolish sunken cheeks 
orever 

You, too, can abolish forever 

sunken cheeks, thin necks, 

ollow shoulders, flat busts. 

= No dieting or tiresome exer- 

ise is necessary. 

Miss Gonzales of Reno 
Nevada writes, “I have used 
Tiffany Tissue Builder only 
wo weeks and already it has 
filled out my sunken cheeks 
and removed the wearied, 
worn-out lines that woman 
dreads. I used to look so 
old for my age but now am 
proud of my appearance.’ 

Simply apply Tiffany Tis- 
sue Builder to develop more flesh where you want 
it It is a secret compound of amazing building 
oils. Hollow cheeks, hollow temples and shoulders, 
flat busts, skinny necks, round out almost at once 

dainty and firm. New beauty is yours now and 
forever. 

Crow’s feet and wrinkles disappear as though 
by magic. The soothing tissue building oils will 
not irritate the most tender skin. Neither will 
they grow hair. 

Results guaranteed or your money promptly re- 
funded if you are not delighted after four weeks 


use. Price $3.00. Send check, money order or 

currency and we will send prepaid. If you prefer, 

send no money but deposit $3.00 plus few cents 
stage with postman when he delivers it. 


TIFFANY LABORATORIES, inc. 
1101-P Hanna Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio 
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UNITED PORTRAIT COM PANY 
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We searched the men. Each carried a 
gun which we took from him. 

“And now will you please explain why 
Miss Barrie was here,” I said to Matt. 

“That’s a lot of applesauce,” blurted 
Skippy. 

Wattles pulied from his pocket and held 
up first the torn label and then the torn 


sales slip. 
“It was a chloroform bottle at that,” he 
said. 


“Where’s your authority ?” snapped Skippy. 

I nodded toward my gun. “Right there,” 
I said. 

“Well, we don’t say a word. Find out for 
yourself,” Skippy’s tone was surly. 

“Very well,” I said. “Let’s all be going.” 


UTSIDE we bade farewell to Connelly, 

who was to take the plane back to 
Glendale, and Wattles and I, with our 
quarry, got into their automobile. Wattles 
drove while I kept the men covered and in 
half an hour we were in Sabrina, instructing 
the sheriff to send some men down to the 
shack to round up the rest of the gang. 

As soon as we reached Los Angeles three 
plain-clothes men joined us; Connelly had 
seen to that. According to instructions they 
had brought a limousine for me and agreed 
to take my captives to some spot near Phyl- 
lis Clarkwell’s house and wait there until I 
came for them. 

I was acting on sheer hunch when I gave 
such instructions. I telephoned Lionel Wit- 
more, Leda Barrie’s husband, to meet me at 
the same address in half an hour. I didn't 
know what was going to happen. I didn't 
know that I should have anything to reveal 
to that doubting gentleman or whether I 
needed to face Leda Barrie with my dope 
smugglers. I had one remaining clue to in- 
vestigate before I could go further, the clue 
of the sales slip. I sent my men out towards 
Hollywood while I drove down to Los An- 
geles to the department store of Bainbridge 
and Co. 

It was simple enough to get in touch with 
Bainbridge himself and the work of looking 
up the sale took only a few minutes. A 
clerk entered with the original sales slip. 
The only thing was that there were two of 
them. Bainbridge looked them over. 

“That’s curious,” he said. “Two of every- 
thing. And identical. Two identical dresses, 
hats, pumps and pairs of stockings.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Bainbridge,” 
“May I keep it?” 

“Of course,” he said. 

We shook hands and hurried out. The 
clothes on Leda Barrie had been new be- 
cause the clothes she had set out in had been 
changed before she reached Sabrina. Here 


I said. 


| was a fact indeed! But why had they been 


changed? And by whom was the change 
made? If by herself, she surely would have 
said so. If by others, what was their mo- 
tive? To ruin her? 
I crossed the crowded sidewalk in a hurry. 
“Drive straight to 2006 Tanager Street.” 
I leaped out, dashed up the ragged lawn, 


| rang the bell. 


“Are you Mrs. White?” I asked. 
“Yes, sir,” her voice was sweet. 
“Mrs. Ellie White ?” 
“Oh, no,” she laugtied. 
ter and no Mrs., either.” 

“Is she here?” 

“Oh, no, she’s at work.” 

“Pardon me,” I said. “This is all for the 
census, you see.” She nodded quite content 
with my explanation. “What work does 
she do?” 

“Why, she’s a maid, sir, working for movie 


“She’s my daugh- 


“Miss Phyllis Clarkwell, sir.” 

You could have knocked me down, as they 
say, with the lightest feather. This was 
news indeed, red hot news, news that would 


| take the country by storm. So the maid of 


Phyllis Clarkson, the bosom friend of Leda, 


the friend in need, had bought the clothes 
which Leda had worn in the shack. In- 
credible! I felt so stupid with the shock of 
it that I left her and returned to the car 
without saying a word. 

“To Phyllis Clarkwell’s house and make it 
snappy,” I said. 

The car swerved from the road, passes 
through a gateway and climbed the hill of 
the Clarkwell estate. Before the house came 
in view I stopped. The detectives with my 
prisoners were there waiting. I instructed 
two of the men to skirt the house carefully 
and plant themselves behind bushes so near 
the French windows that they might hear a 
police whistle when I blew it. The third was 
to guard the dope smugglers and to bring 
them in when I called. 

I then went to the front door and said to 
the maid: 

“Tell Miss Barrie that I have a personal 
message from her husband and must see her 
alone for a few minutes.” 

Leda entered and held out a hand to me. 

“Sit down, Miss Barrie,” I said and when 
she had done so, I leaned over and whis- 
pered, “Forgive me for my message ior I 
haven’t seen your husband. I simply sent 
that word as a ruse for seeing you alone. 
Now you must tell me if you and Miss 
Clarkwell have always been good friends.” 

She started, “Oh, no,” she said, “that’s the 
amazing part of it. We were bitter enemies.” 

I felt the blood leave my cheeks. “Why ?” 

“She was madly in love with Lionel.” 

“How madly?” My heart did a somer- 
sault. 

“Madly enough to try to make him be- 
lieve sometime ago that Charley Boone and 
I were in love.” 

“She did that? And did he believe it?” 

“No, he didn’t. He sent her packing.” 

“And yet you could trust yourself to her?” 

“It was wonderful, Mr. Leggers. I was at 
the hotel and she came, burst into tears and 
flung her arms about me. She asked for- 
giveness. She understood so deeply, she said, 
my situation because she too loved Lionel. 
because she knew how hard he could be and 
that was a bond between us.” 

“Very well. Fetch Miss Clarkwell.” 

She went out and I paced the floor. The 
front door bell rang and Lionel Witmore en- 
tered. There was no mistaking him. 

“I am Ansel Leggers,” I said. 

Lionel nodded to the two women and all 
of us sat down. Again Phyllis was on the 
arm of the chair and Leda, holding her 
friend’s arm, was looking at Lionel with a 
look that must have melted his heart if he 
saw it. It was the look of a child begging 
forgiveness for something she had not done. 

“T have news,” I said. “We have found 
the guilty one. There has been a confession. 
It is a great surprise.” 


| a THE tense silence no one moved. 

Suddenly I lifted the police whistle and 
blew a shrill blast. All of us leaped to our 
feet; Leda was moaning. 

Through the open French windows came 
our two prisoners and the detectives. 

Matt and Skippy stood there confrontinz 
Leda and Phyllis. I heard a scream but it 
did not come from Leda who was crumpled 
up in a dead faint. It came from Phyllis. 

“So you've peached,” she cried. 

“We didn’t peach,” said Matt. 

“Done,” I said. They had given them- 
selves away completely. 

I turned to Wattles, 
whiskey for Miss Barrie. 
out with the yarn.” 

“Well, you see, gentlemen,” he said, “Miss 
Clarkwell has to have a shot to keep her poise 
and all that hard-boiled stuff, and I’m her 
bootlegger. Got to know her well. She 
treated me as if I were a gentleman. Then 
she talked over this kidnapping business. 
Said she’d thought of a way to queer Leda 
with Mr. Witmore so that she could horn in. 
I told her she was crazy but after Mr. Boone 


“Get some water or 
And now, Matt, 


ast wo 
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had left for a week or two she said there 


~ was an easy way to do it. Miss Barrie was 
sof staging a bandit story in which she had to 
car get carried off. Skippy and I could sub- 
stitute in the scene so that the absence of | 
ec it Charley Boone could be connected up with 
, Miss Barrie’s disappearance and when Miss 
— Barrie showed up she'd spoil her own case. 
1 of “We got two sets of clothes through. Miss 
— Clarkwell’s maid and the first we had Miss 
pn Barrie put on in the shack. The ransom 
Pron’ business was just another bit to make Miss 
full Barrie’s story fishy. On the twelfth day we 
om saw to it that the ropes of her hand were 
a loose. We figured she’d take the whiskey 
one flask, as any one would, and we doped the 
wing whiskey, for we reckoned that after ten miles 
or so she'd have to rest, and she'd feel so 
d to faint she’d take a swig. Then she’d go into 
a deep sleep. Well, Skippy ran the car slowly 
onal and waited at different points until I showed 
up and I tracked Miss Barrie. 
came unconscious, we swapped her clothes Oo 
for her and cleaned out the whiskey flask. 
shen Then we put her in the car and drove up hick I Renedl 
att near Sabrina where we found a place to de- self and which — 
we I posit her. We knew then she'd tell the varn hair oa m — 
straight, and they’d ask her about the 
Pat clothes, and that, with the ransom trick and This Ampoule is abso- 
Mise Charley Boone being away would about ruin lutely free. Don’t send 
Miss ca any money. There is no C.O.D. 
No charge whatsoever. All I want 
“IT WAS all the infatuation of Miss Clark- Sew 
hv? well for Mr. Witmore. Perhaps she’s 
out of this what she wanted; I mailthecouponbelowforFreeAmpoule. 
aven’t.” 
— “No,” groaned Phyllis, “I haven’t won a 
_ thing. Lionel wouldn’t see me; he was heart- , 
» and broken over Leda. I was so sorry for him I was just as bald as this picture. It is a 
[almost gave myself away.” 
it? I turned to Wattles. the full head of hair I have in the picture on the left! ... As I 
q- “Take these two men and Miss Clarkwell have stated so often, I don’t know whether I am the first 
ber? to headquarters. I'll follow later.” typ 
=n In another moment the room was cleared. the heads of other men. 
s and “Miss Barrie,” I said, “you are absolutely 
The whole world will know it to- 
night. 
Kacey “You have done everything for me, Mr. : , 
° ond Leggers,” she said. “There’s only one thing 
in the world I want now.” : 
An anguished cry broke from Lionel. ’ ’ ere i 
The “Oh, darling,” he said, “forgive me. I’ve m... = ° 4 
Py been a brute. How could I lose faith in rennan 
you?” Brennan while 
“Lionel, Lionel,” she sobbed and they held he was bale, 
each other close. . 
I discovered I had business elsewhete. What I accomplished on my own 
> ee But that was the end of it so far as Leda his, hair: Write | head and on other heads I can do 
if he and give you his yearsofageand loss of hair was not 
egging | Los Angeles went wild with joy at sed by b Anvh 
done her reinstatement. Phyllis Clarkwell went cau ly Durnsor scars. /iny iow, 
deemed to prison along with Skippy and Matt. A I must succeed or you y nothing. 
bow mg year later Leda retired from the movie world, No apparatus. My home treat- 
well satisfied to go while still loved by the ment is simple, qui k, i i 
public. Here is pie, QUICK, INEXPeNnsive, 
But Wattles and I still remember that day i 
i. and in California with rare satisfaction. It was a Wiseman Mail This 
ieve a Barrie’s story to y herself, Wise FR E Cc 
ome with evident sincerity. But oupon 
story of the man who appeared to be a ing I immedi- 
impled polygamist, and who may or may not have « and how he did it, ately, one full “Ampoule of my mar- 
llis. been as you shall see when I tell it to you . a oe velous fluid which I discovered, of 
some time soon. dress, too. which I hold the secret and which 


them- 


ther we admit it or not everyone Besides the Free 


ater oF of us has to some extent that pe- | uleof fluid, willsend 7 
Matt, culiar emotion called jealousy. Lucian otographe, nemes,ad- REE 
“Miss Cary tells you what jealousy is, when it dresses of men and 1 10s BuCOVELAND, a 
6 poise should be controlled, and when you should womenwhosuccessfully 4 VREELAND reo, one tall Ampoule of 
her raise hob about it, in his article aimed | | usedmy Wonder FluidforDan- 1 piease send me; which Grew 
oan ~— at every married and unmarried | druff, Falling Hair and Baldness. i same W 
usiness. couple in cAmerica today. “Don’t Be | ‘ 
Leda cAshamed of Jealousy” in “December | VREELAND 
orn in. Smart Set 2068 Euclid-Windsor Building, Cleveland, 0. 
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These Two Kinds of Face Powder 


No one face powder blends with all 
types of skin, so Stillman has made 
two kinds of powder. 


One — “Stillman Oriental’* — clings 
wonderfully to the normal and exe 
cessively dry skin. It does not smart, 
will not irritate or flake. Is distinc- 
tively different from other powders. 
Anentirely new formula that soothes 
the dry skin and keeps it soft and 
natural. 


For the oily type of skin—"*Stillman 
Bouquet"’—spreads smoothly, and 
clings too. Will not clog the pores, 
which is most important for this type 
of skin. Blends perfectly, removesall 
skin shine, making your complexion 
flawless and irresistibly natural. 


TWO FOR SIX CENTS 


Six cents in stamps brings you the 
popular Stillman Twin Packet, con- 
taining generous miniature boxes of 
these two kinds of powders. 


Stillman 
FACE POWDER 


MAKERS OF STILLMAN FRECKLE CREAM 


Stillman Co., 145 Rosemary Lane, Aurora, m. ! 
Please send Stillman Twin Packet. ine 
closed find 6cin stamps to cover postage cost. 
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BLONDE HAIR 


---how tokeep 
it always lovely / 


LONDE hair darkens 

and fades unless given 
special care. That's why 
nearly a million blondes 
now use Blondex, the new 
special shampoo for light 
hair only. Keeps blonde 
hair from darkening — 
brings back true golden 
beauty toevendullesthair. 
No dyes. No harmful 
chemicals. Fine for scalp. 
Leaves hair soft and silky. 
Get Blondex at any drug 
or departmentstoretoday. 


“THE CONTROL OF BUSINESS 


Accountants command big income. 
Thousands needed. About 9,000 
Certified Public Accountants in 
U.S. Many earn $5,000 to $20,000, 
We train you thoroughly at home 
in your spare time for C. P. A. ex- 
aminations or executive account- 
ing positions. Previous bookkeep- 
ing knowledge unnecessary — we 
prepare you from ground up. 
Our training is supervised by 
Wm. B. Castenholz, A. M., 

C. P. A., assisted by staff of ©. P.A.’s. This Book 
Low cost — easy terms. Write now FREE! 
for valuable 64-page book free. 
LaSalle Extension Dept. 1150-H, Chicago 


and have fudge and pop-corn and _ inter- 
mittent doses of my company at any time. 
Out of high school, I began meeting boys 
and applying a knowledge which was merely 
theoretical in a practical way. Don is a 
hair puller. He is a Cecil grown up. The 
first time he meets a girl, he pretends that 
|she might as well be a lemon hanging on a 
bom tree in Abyssinia as far as he is con- 
cerned. When he finally deigns to notice 
you, he starts telling you what a false alarm 
| you are. 
“That’s a rotten hair cut, baby. 
|makes girls get hair cuts like that?” 

“Don’t you like my hair cut?” the girl 
asks in an injured tone. 

“Well, you have the kind of face that can’t 
stand it. I mean, your face is the ordinary 
| sort.” 
| He lets you think that he can’t see you for 
dust. When he finally has you reduced to 

a shivering pulp of inferiority, he begins be- 
te kind to you. Then the second part of 
his line begins. 


What 


OU know, there’s more behind your 
eyes than any one would suspect. When 
I first met you, I ‘didn’t think that I'd like 
you. I like you pretty well now, though.” 
By this time, the girl thinks she is being 
favored by the gods. She'd give her eye- 
teeth if anybody wanted them, to wrench, 
by hook or crook, by fair means or foul, a 
proposal from him. 


Larry is Irish. He has a soft voice and 
earnest, soulful eyes. Larry might tell a 
woman that he is the Crown Prince of 


Alagoozalam, hiding from his courtiers be- 
cause he doesn’t want to marry the Crown 
| Princess of Saxony, and the woman wouldn't 
| bother to look for Alagoozalam on the map. 
And Larry doesn’t leap at a girl and kiss 
her the first ten minutes he knows her. 
Here is how he does it. A moonlight night 
and a canoe, liberally sprinkled with cush- 
ions and seasoned with weeping willows if 
possible. He stares earnestly and intently 
into your eyes, sighs and says, “Lord, with 
eyes like that, you must have had a thou- 
sand men in love with you!” 
| Your cue is to drop your éyelashes mod- 


estly. Larry won’t miss. He'll gasp. 
“Fringed,” he'll say, “with black butterfly 
wings!” 

It is a wow. They go down under it like 
ninepins. They love to hear him talk 
about their gorgeous: one, red-gold; two, 
blue black; three, copper; four, chestnut; 


five, honey-colored, (check the one you want) 
hair. They are aching to be kissed by the 
time he finishes but do you think he kisses 
them? Not he. He knows the value of 
suspense. He produces a volume of poetry 
from under his arm or up his coat sleeve, or 
out of his shoe, or wherever he carries it, 
and reads beautiful little sonnets about lovely 
white ladies and moonlight nights, and by 
the time he finishes, if you don’t think you 
are a lovely white lady in a moonlight night, 
you are a pretty smart girl. 

There’s the man who tries to capture you 


| by letting you think he’s a big he man, a 
potential Tilden, Tunney, Weismuller. 
|George is that sort. You can picture 


| George pulling out of an ice cold shower 
|in the morning and immediately bursting 
into song. You never see him without a 
jtennis racket or a sack of golf sticks hidden 
somewhere on his manly person. He sits 
on your doorstep at break of dawn, waiting 
to initiate you into the joys of an athletic 
existence. He drags you around and makes 
you sock white balls back at him whether 
you want to or not. George is the type 
of man who has marriage as an objective. 
With an eye to future connubial bliss, he 


I Know Your Line 


[Continued from page 41] 


will stand over you on the golf course and 
criticize your manner of grasping your club. 

“Darling,” he'll protest, “don’t hold it 
that way! Look!” then he'll demonstrate 
and you are supposed to admire him. Ii 
you aren't careful, George has you exhausted 
by the end of the fifth week. You stagger 
to your couch wondering if you will ever 
walk again. He chooses a nice, bright day 
in the open air for his proposal. “Com- 
panionship,” he'll say, “is the first requisite 
to a successful marriage. Mutual love of 
sport, plenty of exercise to keep the mind 


and body fit. That is the type of marriage 
that ‘produces healthy, keen-minded chil- 
dren !’ 


When you are aching 
in every bone, every muscle! When you are 
thinking traitorous and loving thoughts 
about tile tubs and hot baths! When George 
finally comes to the point and says, “What 
do you say we try it out?” you gasp feebly 
that you intend to be an old maid. 

I know a man whom we will call Ned. 
He has traveled. Oh, hasn't he! You feel 
that Ned has seen senoritas and half dressed 
French women, and blonde Swisses and al- 
mond-eyed Chinese girls, and they have all 
dropped off his knife like water off a duck’s 
back. 

You can picture Ned in a roomful of 
women, searching, turning them down with 
a contemptuous curl of the lip. 

Then he'll say, “I’m wild about you, mad 
about you.” 

Ned never mentions marriage. Ned is 
sufficient, marriage or no marriage. 
calls the waiter, “Garcon” and asks for “I’ad- 
dition” instead of the check. He pesters 
your traveled friends by trying to catch 
them unawares and make them admit that 
he’s seen some place they haven't. He es- 
tablishes an air of intimacy between him- 
self and the lady of his choice for the eve- 
ning by pretending to watch her every move 
admiringly, adoringly. Looking up from 
your soup, you are apt to find Ned’s soup 
uneaten. Ned is meanwhile feasting his eyes 
on your hands, or the curve of your cheek. 


Plenty of exercise! 


HAT, pray, can you do with a man 

like that? If you have a kindly dis- 
position and are a glutton for punishment, 
you can endure Ned for a month. After that, 
if you have a brain besides a kindly disposi- 
tion, Ned is about as much use as an empty 
bottle. 

Tommy falls in the fifth category. In 
his early youth, I suspect that he read some- 
thing about sweeping a woman off her feet. 
He has the idea that when he sees a girl 
he wants, the approved procedure is that 
of galloping to her side, putting his arm 
around her and kissing the back of her neck 
before they are properly introduced. Ii 
some enterprising person gets the introduc- 
tion in before Tommy gets a chance to kiss 
her, he wastes no time in taking her out in 
the moonlight and bruising her lips effec- 
tively. Tommy’s favorite song is “You 
Don’t Like It—not Much.” When Tommy 
kisses a girl and she protests, he laughs. 
When she slaps him, he laughs again. That 
is an indication that she has fallen for him. 
He has a neat line of chatter and it deals 
mostly with the fact that women don't 
know what they want. Tommy thinks that 
when a girl runs, she means for him to 
chase her. If she falls down, he thinks she 
falls purposely, and his method is to pick 
her up and kiss her again. 

Corey is a briber. He is about thirty-five 
years old. 

“Anything you want, my dear,” Corey 
says with a large gesture indicating that 
you may take home the chandelier as a 
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souvenir if you want it. It’s all yours. 

He sends you candy done up like jewelry 
and jewelry done up like candy. After the 
third box of orchids, Corey starts pawing 
you. If you protest, he is injured. Whether 
you ask for his orchids or his candy makes 
absolutely no difference. He says, “Haven't 
I been pretty good to you? Could anybody 
treat you any nicer than I have? I sup- 
pose you're interested in some young fool, 
somebody without anything to offer you. 
Perhaps you prefer the movies and the 
Bronx Zoo to good shows and night clubs. 
Is that it?” 

If you explain delicately that the movies 
and the Bronx Zoo carried no obligations, 
he raps out, “Some day you'll grow up. 
When you do, call me up.” 

Wally is good looking. He is wealthy. 
“Women,” Wally says with a yawn, “bore 
me. I have never found a woman whose 
company I could stand more than five hours 
at a time.” 

It is a challenge that most girls fall into 
head over heels. They set about it with the 
air of confidence that says that soon, Wally 
will be on his knees requesting their pres- 
ence for the rest of his life. 

“Kissing is awfully stupid,” Wally says, 
“but what else is there to do? All women 
are alike, though. Kiss one, and you kiss 
them all. There’s nothing original about 
women, that’s why they’re so dull. 


ALLY walked out on a girl at a party 

one night. She was furious. Everybody 
present suspected that Wally was keen about 
her. She had not fallen for his line. His 
boredom had made no impression upon her. 
She simply shrugged and said, “If you're 
bored, beat it. Go somewhere where you 
aren’t,” but underneath that indifference, she 


was crazy about him. She followed him out, | 


got in her roadster and caught up with him 
about two miles from the party. They 
must have been funny, sitting in their road- 
sters on a dark country road, fighting. 
Wally said, “I left because I was bored!” 
She snapped, “You’re a liar! That’s a 
pose!” Wally had never before met a girl who 
was capable of liking him and_ seeing 
through his line at the same time. They 
settled Wally’s boredom after two hours 
of mutual insults and came back to the 
party in the same roadster. 

Dick lives in Greenwich Village and be- 
lieves in free love. 

“Darling,” he’ll say, “what is marriage? 
Merely a few words of unimportance mum- 
bled before an unimportant man. The real 
issue lies between you and me. I love you. 
You love me. Nothing matters, after all, 
but love, does it?” 

If you curb the impulse to tell him that 
you’ve heard that nothing mattered but 
love so many times that you know when it 
is coming before he even reaches that point, 
Dick is sorely hurt. He rants about in- 
sincerity, swearing that he is sincere. 

On the other hand, there is the young 
man who tells you what he thinks of you 
honestly, compliments you when you de- 
serve it, knows when to season the asso- 
ciation with romance, is enthusiastic about 
sports with moderation, is able to talk in- 
telligently about his travels if any, spends 
what he can afford, is bored when he should 
be, and is sufficiently’ broadminded to get by 
in this day and age of broadmindedness. He 
knows when to kiss you and when not to 
kiss you, and if he likes you, he doesn’t 
make any great fuss about telling you or 
trying to conceal it from you. He usually 
says, “You’re a good kid. In fact, I’m 
crazy about you.” 

It’s fairly easy to tell when he means it 
and it is twice the compliment. There are 
a few of them left. I know several but I 
won't promise to bring them around and 
= them because I want them all my- 


lere’s a wonderful way 
to get it 


Our beautifully illustrated book 
tells how. It tells all about our 
new methods of art decoration, art 
treatment and how anybody can 
learn without previous training or ex- 
perience. It contains page after page 
of handsome color illustrations of 
what you can make and sell. You can 
make good money and this book is 


ur system is amazingl 
easy to learn and the prof- 
its are larger than in almost any other business. 
You can produce beautiful finished art objects 
almost from the beginning. You don’t have to 
know how to draw or have any experience. 
Begin making money now. All supplies are 
ma sent by us with the instructions and many have 
made $25 the first week. Some society 
women have taken up this work for their 
own amusement—Either way, pleasure or 

profit, it’s the most delight- 

ful home work you can imag- 

ine. Write Now for your copy 

of this valuable book; it’s 

FREE. 


Fireside Industries 
Dept. 69-S 
Adrian, Mich. 


@ny one can be given beauty. No matter how 

peless, write me. My way of making women 
over completely is amazingly different. Thou- 
sands write me that results are almost beyond 
belief. Yet every Lucille Young beauty aid is scientifice—known 
to act for all alike. That is why I can guarantee your absolute 
satisfaction. Not a penny to pay I give resulta you 


AMAZINGLY QUICK 


oily skin, dry skin, liver spots, rough- 
ness, redness, sallew appearance. 
Banish wrinkles, Reduce fat legs, a 


ankles, your whole body. Or build 


scrawny figure to beauty. Grow eye 
1 eyebrows, hair. ify com 


me prove that I can take any degree 


make | 
of homeliness and impart beauty instead. . . 


or take some prettiness and impart stunning 
good looks, I willsend you everything to try 


my beauty aids full two weeks. There are no | 


conditions, strings, excuses. You are the sole 
fudge. If not delighted, you just say 
your word is final. 

And I Teach You Fascination 


Your physical beauty is not all. I give you, too; | 
the innermost secrets of fascination. I disclose | 
this priceless art in my sensational book “How | 


to Fascinate Men."’ In an hour you will learn 
marvelous things you could not discover your- 


eelf in a lifetime. You willlearn how the world’s | 
sirens make men their helpless slaves, learn to | 


win love, to control men, to pick and choose at 
will. These secrets are free to every woman with 
her free trial of my beauty aids. Remember, you 
have everything to i ately nothing to 
lose. 8o TODAY— 


Send Coupon For Free Trial Offer 


LUCILLE YOUNG, 93-B Lucille Young Bidg., Chicago, 


without obligation on my part, 
wonderful FREE O R and Booklet. 
only tells you I am interested. 


69-S, Adrian, Mich. 
Gentlemen: Send me free book and complete 
plan for making money. 


FIRESIDE INDUSTRIES, 
Dept. 


Fashion decrees that the figure be 
slenderand graceful. Women whoare fat in 
spots—in theabdomen, hips, throat, under- 
arm, or elsewhere —need no longer worry! 

Simply use the wonderful Frances Jordan 
Reducer 10 minutes daily! It does away 
with age t with hot baths, 
dieting, strenuous exercise, and drugs. It 
removes the fat just where you want it re- 
moved—nowhereelse. Thereisnodiscomfort 
no exertion—no wrinkles nor flabby flesh! 

The Frances Jordan stimulates the circu- 
lation and the fat spots are fo 
constipation and tones up the nerves. 

This remarkable Frances Jordon origi- 
nally sold for $15.00. Very ame sales now 
Permit us to sell direct to you for $5.00, 
Act today! Send $5.00 in cash, money 
order or check. Satisfaction guaranteed or 
money 


REDUCER 


FRANCES JORDAN, INC. 
802 C FINANCE BUILDING, PHILADELPHIA 
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" Could Cry Over 
My Skin” 


You say you can’t do a thing for that skin 
of yours—those pimples or blackheads or 
that persistent rash, “‘itch’’ or eczema. But 
have you tried sulphur in combination with 
menthol? Sulphur is a remarkable thing for 
clearing the skin, and as sulphur clears it, 
menthol soothes and heals the sore, red and 


damaged tissue. Sulphur combined in the 
right proportion with menthol is what skin 
troubles need, and this is what you get in 
Rowles Mentho Sulphur. Thousands of 
cases that fail to respond to other treat- 
ments clear right up under the twofold ac- 
tion of Rowles Mentho Sulphur. Even fiery 


eczema yields to this combination. Try it in 
your own cuse and see how soft, clear and 
white your skin becomes. 
Mentho Sulphur you get. 


Be sure it’s Rowles 


Her Pretty Hair! 


How does she keep it 
so youthful-lookin g? 


Her secret lies in proper shampooing. Not 
use of a shampoo that really deautifiee—one 
that was created especially to improve dull, drab 
hair and add that little something extra so 
often lacking! 

What about owed hair? Have you not 
wished for something that would keep it look- 
ing prettier—richer in tone? If you really 


wish to make it bewitchingly lovely—just one | d 
| outside the realm of romance. 


Golden Glint Shampoo will show you the 
way! 

No other shampoo, anywhere, like Golden 
Glint Shampoo! Does more than merely 
cleanse the hair. There’s a youth-imparting 
touch—a beauty specialist's secret in its formula. Mil- 
lions use regularly! At your dealers’, or send 25¢ to 
J. W. Kobi Co., Dept. 19-K, 601 Rainier Ave., Seattle, 
Wash. Money back if not delighted. 


SHORT STORY WRITING 


One pupil won a $2000 prize. Another 
pupil earned over $5000 in spare time. 
Hundreds are selling constantly to lead- 
ing publishers. 

Particulars of Dr. Esenwein’s famous forty- 
lesson course in writing and marbeting of 


the Short-Story and sample copy of 
WRITER’S MONTHLY free. Write today. 

] The Scheol 
Dept. 47 


|group of young business men sat 


of time while experimenting with his chum 
on a homemade short wave receiving set. 
The girl had a wild story of being caught in 
a prohibition raid. 

“Now do cut out the worry about me, 
dad,” she said. “I know my way around.” 

She does. But the only way she knows is 
the round of the night clubs. She’s a fine, 
clever girl, quite irreproachable in personal 
conduct. But she hasn't interest in life ex- 
cept hunting a husband in her own gay 
fashion, which is to drink moderately and 
dance ceaselessly with a certain set of 
prosperous young business men among whom 
there are two or three eligibles. My point 
is that each of these men, like the girl’s 
| younger brother, lives a life of varied ac- 
| tivity, with jobs, hobbies, studies, sports 
|and some evening social recreation. But 
to the girl the latter is everything. 


HE fundamental fact is that man strikes 

lustily through the surges of life with a 
thousand shifting objectives. Woman floats 
passively in the warm backwaters, craving 
mostly caresses. 

The recent plunge of young women into 
man’s realm of business and sport hasn’t 
altered their governing mood. Business 
girls make use of their new intimacies with 
the opposite sex only as so many additional 
lures to capture a mate. Or, failing to win 
a man, they consider their jobs simply as 
compensating activities by which they can 
make the best of things despite spinsterhood. 

In other words, the great failure of the 
so-called free modern girl that she has 
only picked up man’s vernacular and super- 
ficial habits; she has carried with her in- 
‘tact her old sex obsession and until she is 
free of that she can never be free. 

When I said as much recently to a very 
radical contemporary maiden, she rallied 
righteously to mid-Victorianism. 

“Why,” she flared up, “you men are 
notoriously sex-mad creatures. As such 
you're always ready to exploit womanhood. 
Girls, even today, are as innocent as babes 
in the woods, compared to you!” 

Of course, the plain truth is the other 


Is 


|way round. To men, sex is nothing but a 


casual motive, but women, from time im- 
memorial, have seized upon it and played it 
up to the exclusion of all else. They have 
found it the easiest way of managing men 
for their own ends. 

In a crowded restaurant the other day, I 


| was struck forcibly by this contrast between 


the male point of view and the female. A 
at a 
near-by table. The fragments of their con- 
versation that I overheard touched on 
politics, exploration, college athletics, radio, 


| cause of street congestion. 


golf and the problem of the skyscraper as a 
These chaps had 
a vast range of impersonal motives quite 
They exem- 
plified the fact that man has won his 
dominant place in the world because he will 
give himself with even more enthusiasm to 
business and artistic or mechanical creation 


| than to love-making. 


In this same restaurant at another neigh- 
boring table sat several business girls. Did 


‘they talk shop, as the men were doing all 


around them? Did they give even a thought 
to the stock market, the boss’s new business 
deal, the latest aviation triumph or the 
situation in Nicaragua? No. They were 
gossiping about mutual acquaintances, for 
all the world like village housewives of the 
pre-emancipated age. Soon they had nar- 
rowed the whole conversation down to sex 
in its different phases including Betty’s Paris 


Springfield, Mase: frock, Peggy's latest heart affair and Ann’s 


Girls, Be More Like Men 


[Continued from page 54] 


coming baby. This lasted the whole hour. 

In a word, the emancipated Eve of today 
still suffers from Eve’s ancient illusion that 
love is all. She fails as a cultivator of life 
because she has gone in for the one-crop 
fallacy and when her one crop fails, the 
same being sex-gratification, marriage and 
maternity, then she is utterly lost. 

Now this particular harvest is more than 
likely to fail. Too many tempests of life 
are in conspiracy against its fruition. If 
you girls would only look about you in- 
telligently and not through the tinted haze 
of your lingering romantic illusions, you 
would see that marriage is at least as often 
as not a less happy state than single inde- 
pendence and that maternity by itself brings 
more of grief than joy. 

And yet to this fragile reed you radical 
young women of 1928 are clinging just as 
ardently as ever. You see all around you 
promising marriages become domestic purga- 
tories; you see men and women in un- 
precedented numbers seeking freedom by 
divorce and nevertheless you devote all your 
best energies to the capture of a man. I 
grant, of course, that wedded life may often 
be a splendidly happy career. But I am 
urging that often it is not and that there- 
fore you should take much more to heart 
than you have yet done the other careers 
that are now opening to you. 

Moreover, now or never is your chance. 
You have lately succeeded in adopting the 
outer guise of man’s life. Can't you go 
farther and grasp the spirit within, the spirit 
of multiple compelling ambitions? If you 
fail to do so, reaction and disappointment 
may bring about a counter revolution that 
will throw your sex back into its old help- 
less servitude. 

To illustrate how widely you have so far 
missed the true goal of your break for 
freedom, I need only cite the topic which 
has set me speaking along this track. 

The editor of SMart Ser asked me to talk 
to an audience of sophisticated and very 
modern young women but the subject he 
proposed was this: Are girls becoming too 
masculine to appeal to men, and especially 
to the red-blooded and virile type of heroes 
which he credited me with creating? 

To appeal to men! 

That, he correctly implied, is your single, 
central life interest. You know it as well 
as he does or I do. Then I can only ask 
a counter question: Where is all this 
modernity and self-sufficiency you boast 
of? Wherein, for all your sophistication, do 
you differ from the girls of 1890? 

Let me dismiss the propounded question 
with the obvious reply that the alleged 
masculine girl isn’t masculine at all and that 
so long as she chooses chiefly to charm men 
she will continue to do so, be she superfi- 
cially just as mannish, hard or cynical as 
whim dictates. 


UT on the other hand, I wonder whether 

for your own sake, you girls shouldn't 
begin deliberately to neglect this preoccupa- 
tion with an appeal to men. Perhaps I’m 
arguing here against the pleasurable interests 
of my own sex, since your ceaseless efforts 
to enhance your charms undoubtedly add 
tantalizing variety to our masculine lives. 
Indeed, though, there is precisely the core 
of my argument. The thing which to you 
is the most important activity of all has 
for its object only the casual diversion of 
men. 


Among my acquaintances is a young 
woman who makes a breezy boast of hav- 
ing scrapped all the old conventional 


shackles of her sex. Yet she goes calmly 
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on playing the utterly trivial role of dolling 
up, posturing and flirting artistically with 
glance and word for the single purpose of 
entrancing men. But she speaks with bated 
breath and a quite sincerely outraged moral 
sense concerning one of her friends who 
played the same game too consistently and 
fell deep into an illicit affair. You would 
think the latter girl’s lapse was the greatest 
of all conceivable sins. To “good” women 
it actually seems so. Men know that many 
vices are worse: greed, selfishness, hypocrisy, 
cruelty, treachery. 

The importance of sex is over-rated in 
our moral code because women have largely 
made the code and they have no sane per- 
spective on this subject. Assuredly their 
route to the emancipation they seek is not 
through suffrage nor a place in the busi- 
ness world, but simply through the relega- 
tion of sex to a minor place in their scheme 
of things, alongside many vital new in- 
terests such as men thrive upon. 

Indeed, I believe that women may be 
charged with poor citizenship generally, 
simply because of their continuing sex-obses- 
sion. With obvious exceptions, it is broadly 
true that women are selfish, arrogant and 
petty as compared with men. They are 
poor sports. They are merciless and jealous. 

In her soul every woman considers every 
other woman a potential rival for male at- 
tentions. From this mutual distrust springs 
an ingrained habit of unsocial conduct. 
From it also arises the haughty intolerance 
which the circumspect woman, like the 
breezy modern girl I have just mentioned, 
has for her less cautious friend. 

I know an extremely capable girl who is a 
subordinate in a large office. She complains 
that twice in the past year younger men 
have been promoted over her head to jobs 
which she might easily have handled. The 
reason is simple. Men know that in general 
few women can be safely advanced to exec- 
utive positions because women cannot make 
distinterested decisions; personal factors and 
picayune jealousies will govern their acts. 


leo why does the fair sex so rarely 
produce great artists, great leaders, great 
heroes? Because, in the mass, women are 
bent upon what they can acquire for them- 
selves. They are always thinking of what 
they can get and not of what they can do. 
They demand clothes, jewels, leisure and 
luxury either as bait for male quarry or as 
symbols of victory in the chase. Even in 
the supposedly feminine quality of tender- 
ness men often excel women because, to be 
tender one must put oneself in the under 
dog’s place, and woman cannot afford to do 
that if she is to succeed in her unremitting 
task of keeping herself the center of the pic- 
ture for men. 

All this, of course, is a blanket generality, 
with the reservation which any fair man 
will make that many women as mothers, 
nurses, sweethearts and wives, are capable 
of heroism, gentleness and self-sacrifice be- 
yond man’s uttermost powers. Indeed, it is 
this very capacity for greatness which makes 
the most uncommon failings of women the 
more tragic. It is all bunk to say that 
women are naturally incapable of desiring 
anything but mating and maternity. Their 
lives are narrowed simply by schoolgirl 
habits of thoughts and not by biological 
destiny. 

And the chief mistake you ultramodern 
young women have made is to cling to the 
schoolgirl habits of thought while adopting 
only certain of man’s most conspicuous and 
least admirable ways. 

But if once you would seek to rule the 
world with all your powers instead of only 
with physical charm, you might easily reduce 
men to a secondary place and incidentally 
wipe out many of the horrors of civiliza- 
tion which men have never been able to 


conquer. 


for you modern young women. You have! 


found a new bodily freedom. Now you need | 
only find a corresponding new soul. Don’t | 
stop short as you have at present with a 


mere breezy affectation of man’s superficial 
activities. Get the genuine feel of man’s 
inner attitude toward life which is that 
there are a thousand and one big things to 
do besides cultivating romances. 


And suppose, as a result, you do lose some | 


of your appeal to men. When your mascu- 
linization is more thorough you will accom- 
plish something which you miss now and 
that is to maintain your hold on men after 
you have won them. 


Obviously, the men who tire of sweet- | 


hearts and wives tire of them because they 
find when the glamour is worn off that there 
is no dovetailing between them of spiritual 
and mental interests. The man is thinking 
constantly in terms of accomplishments and 
the woman in terms of acquisitiveness. All 
the work of the world is the man’s scope 
of curiosity. But the woman’s is encom- 
passed largely by three topics: First, does 
he love her? Second, what is ali the latest 
personal gossip about her friends? Third, in 
how many ways can she appear superior to 


the latter? No wonder marriages go on the | 


rocks. The reasons given in divorce pro- | 
f 


ceedings are legion, but back of many o 
them is this subtle, universal incompatibility | 
between the sexes. 


ND it is my observation that companion- 
ships often are more lasting between 
virile women and their husbands than be- 
tween the old-fashioned baby doll and her 
husband. In other words, while sex is truly 
the greatest attractive force in life, it has 
little tensile strength. To hold your mate or 
to hold your children or to hold your grip 


on sanity and happiness in this world of | 


multiple cross currents and conflicting des- 
tinies, you must have the binding cement of 
a diversity of interests. 

Man has such varied interests and to him 


the world is a pretty good place. You 
modern girls, for all your pretense, have | 
not acquired this masculine breadth of com- | 


pelling motives, and hence you are just as 
dissatisfied and restless as your predecessors. 
In sport, your play is largely for display, 
not for the points of the game so much as 
for the chance of showing your own best 


points. In business, you don’t plunge head | 


over heels in love with your job, as any 
successful man must do, but you are con- 
tinually calculating whether the boss or 
somebody won’t fall in love with you. 

But the sum total of your failure is more 
extensive than its reaction upon your own 
happiness. You are actually working havoc 
among young men today because you have 
come forward to meet them chiefly on the 
plane of their animal instincts. You very 
sophisticated young women aren’t smart 
enough to perceive that from adolscence on- 
ward most boys have within them some 
strains of idealism and tentative spiritual 
cravings that would respond to the stimulus 
a girl could offer. 


Actually you chose to stimulate only their | 


senses and appeal only to their levity. 
The responsibility rests, then, with mod- 


ern girls to determine whether our era of | 


so-called flaming youth may not become an 


era of gloriously golden youth. Surely the) 


generation that has produced our Lind- 
berghs and Amelia Earharts and Glenna | 
Colletts is capable of far finer things than | 
the petting parties *that certain young | 
women have made its most notorious char- | 
acteristic. Men can play with you on that 
level and with less risk than you. But they 
cannot meet you on higher levels unless you 
will climb there to meet them. If so far 
much of your freedom has been only futility, 
it is because you have failed to learn what men 
know, that there is more to life than love. 


This then is the opportunity which I see | 


WEEKS AGO 
he clipped 
the coupon 


Other fellows had left him in the social back- 
|ground. Girls avoided him. He was missing 
all the modern fun. Then, one day, he read 
an advertisement. It held out a promise of 
popularity if he would only learn to play a 


True Tone Saxophone 


He thought himself musically dumb. Still, the 

ad said it was easy. He mailed the coupon, and 

later sent for a Saxophone for 6 days’ trial. Be- 

Ee the end of the week he was playing easy 


tunes. That was 6 weeks ago, and today he's 
“popularity” itself. Always welcome everywhere. 


You Can Do It Too! If You Try 


If you can whistle a tune you can master an easy 
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by this ancient tradition which 
Catherine the Great proved to be ridiculous 
over a hundred years ago. 

A man says, “My wife is wonderful when 
anything big happens. But she makes her- 
self so unhappy over a lot of little things 
that don’t mean a darn.” 

You have met the wife who weeps because 
her husband has ceased to notice a new 
dress when she puts it on. 

Yet in the courtship days he was too 
dazzled to know what she had on and she 
considered it a compliment. 

And right there, if she only knew it, if 
she would only stop to think it out, lies 
one of her greatest safeguards. 


WORLD-famous portrait painter said 

the other day, “I have painted some of 
the world’s ‘greatest beauties and I, if any 
man, should admire and love feminine 
beauty. Yet I believe that after two years 
of possession a man entirely ceases to take 
cognizance of whether a woman is beautiful 
or not. The beauty and the plain woman 
stand upon exactly the same level when a 
certain amount of time has elapsed. He 
either loves or hates her by that time for 
other things, for deeper, more real things. 
She has become a woman to him and not 
just a piece of flesh.” 

That is why a clever woman knows that 
it doesn’t matter whether the man notices 
her new dress or not. In the same ratio, 
he won't notice it when she happens to 
have a cold in her nose or her hair turns 
gray. Those are the “little things,” a new 
dress and a swollen nose. 

The fallacy of the importance of little 
things is exposed by the very words them- 
selves. 

Little things are little things, aren’t they? 
And all life and all human relationships are 
turned topsy-turvy if they are allowed to 
assume an unwarranted position. They can 
bring unhappiness only when the woman her- 
self allows them to do so by losing her 
perspective. 

There is but one way for any woman who 
sincerely wishes to make a success of getting 
and holding men to judge these matters. 

What was their value in the man’s eyes? 

Were they important to him? Did he 
consider them big? 

If they were and he neglected them, then 
that means something. If they weren't, then 
it doesn’t. 

Take, for example, the much discussed 
matter of anniversaries, wedding and other- 
wise. A forgotten wedding anniversary is 
set forth on many occasions in divorce com- 
plaints as cruelty. 

The average man doesn’t attach much 
significance to such things. If he happens to 
think about it, of course he celebrates it, 
makes presents, and expresses tender senti- 
ments. But he’s just as apt not to remember 
it at all. 

Does that mean anything? 

Probably nothing more than that he has 
a rotten memory or is busy. The woman 
who causes an uproar because of such an 
omission is a fool and an egotist. If in the 
year that has passed since the last date 
the man has given proct of his care and 
affection, if he still likes to be with her 
better than with any one else, does his 
oversight mean that he doesn’t love her? 

On the other hand, suppose John has been 


| fairly attentive to Mary for some months. 


There isn’t any engagement. They aren’t 
bound to each other but he takes her out 


What Every Woman 
Wants to Know 


[Continued from page 35] 


more often than all the other girls put 
together and he’s beginning to wonder if 
maybe she isn’t the one he wants. 

But suppose one night he happens to meet 
Jane when he’s coming out of the office. 
He hasn’t a date with Mary, so he asks Jane 
to go to dinner and a movie. And it just 
happens that the next day Jane mentions 
what a good time she had in front of 
Mary. 

When John meets Marv that night she’s 
a little frigid and sometime during the 
evening she gets off a couple of catty 
remarks about Jane. 

John knows his evening with Jane wasn't 
important. He's under no obligation to 
Mary. And his reaction to Mary’s cattiness 
is one of amazed withdrawal. He probably 
says to himself, “Oh—oh, I guess maybe it 
wouldn’t be so nice to be tied up to Mary 
after all. She’d be jealous and she’d be 
unfair. Wouldn’t understand. No, I guess 
I'll ease out of this.” 

Whereas if Mary, knowing about Jane, 
had “pulled up her socks” and given John 
a much nicer evening than ke had with 
Jane, she would probably have found her- 
self proposed to before the evening was 
over. 

A “little thing” has cost Mary what might 
have been her life’s happiness. 

These are, of course, surface things. But 
the deep and important fact is that too 
many companionships between men and 
women today are wrecked by the lack of a 
sound sense of values on the woman’s part. 

In this connection there are three things 
which should be considered by _ every 
woman. 

First, the terrific danger of driving a man 
away from them, either in the early days 
of attraction or the later days of possession, 
by making him uncomfortable, unnatural, 
and self-conscious about “little things.” 

Above everything in the world, a man 
loves to feel comfortable with the woman 
he loves. Often that is the first thing that 
makes him single her out among the rest 
of the women he meets. He say to him- 
self, “I feel comfortable when I’m with her.” 
He likes to be himself. Her hold on him, 
her attraction for him, gains power with 
every hour of ease and pleasant companion- 
ship which happens to them. When he finds 
in her the sort of comradeship which he has 
hitherto found only in men, with the addi- 
tional glamour that she is a woman, he is 
completely enthralled. 

The instant that the girl makes him self- 
conscious, the instant he has to stop and 
think whether that’s the right thing to say or 
do, he is uncomfortable. And few men will 
stay around anything, even a_ beautiful 
woman, who makes them uncomfortable. 

The joy in the relationship vanishes. 
Deceit is the next step. The final one is 
where he moves on to some one else. 


LL this may make the woman very un- 
happy. It may even break her heart. 

Yet she won't see that the whole thing 
is her own fault. She won't stop to con- 
sider that the little upsets, the little quarrels, 
the sense of strain, all came from her. That 
she started them all by resenting some care- 
less remark, by being hurt because he didn’t 
happen to notice that the orchestra was 
playing her favorite tune, by rebuking him 
for some minor negligence, by being jealous. 
Nothing makes a man more rebellious 
than being put in the dog house when he 
isn’t guilty. 


And nothing fills him with. 
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more tenderness, nothing heaps coals of fire 
on his head, like being treated with gentle- 
ness when he is. 

The modern girl doesn’t do these things 
in the same way that her old-fashioned 
sister did. She doesn’t weep and pine and 
faint. But she does them as every man 
knows to his endless bewilderment. 

Strangely enough, however, the modern 
girl does them only when she is actually in 
love with, or attracted to, the man. It is an 
accepted fact that a woman can handle any 
man with perfect ease until she is in love 
with him. Then, at the time when she most 
needs all her cleverness and judgment, she 
loses both. Which proves anew the point 
that head work is the thing that counts. 

Compliments, sentimental speeches, delicate 
remembrances, even if all this is expressed 
in the modern mode of kidding and hard- 
boiled frankness, are all very pretty. And 
any man who loves a woman gives them 
to her in some form or another. The trouble 
is that woman wants them her way. 

The measuring stick to be applied here is 
to remember how easy and how cheap words 
are. Almost any one can say words. Almost 
any one can repeat pretty phrases. 

Keats, for instance, who wrote some of the 
greatest poetry the world has ever known 
or ever will know, was one of the most 
harassing and thoroughly unsatisfactory 
lovers it is possible to imagine. He wrote 
“The Eve of St. Agnes” under the inspira- 
tion of his love for Fanny Brawne, but he 
made her life a series of tragedies with his 
jealousies, his misunderstandings, his tem- 
peramental outbursts. And Fanny Brawne 
was a middle class English girl without the 
genius of a Catherine or a Cleopatra. 


OMANCE is a deep and beautiful thing. 

It belongs in every life; it is loved in 
every age. Today as much as in the days of 
the Round Table and Launcelot and Galahad. 
Its true expression is in unselfish devotion, in 
real understanding, in that oneness of thought 
and desire which binds two people to each 
other for all eternity. There is no denying 
woman’s need of and right to romance. To 
beauty in love. The most diamond-cut flap- 
per crumbles beneath it. The heart of 
woman hasn’t changed, only her surface. 

But the big woman learns to find romance 
in spiritual closeness, in mental companion- 
ship, in high achievement, in fine loyalty 
and sustained action and not in the cheap 
tinkle of words and the blatant protest of 
cheap sentimentality. 

Above all things, indeed, she should learn 
to differentiate between romance and tech- 
nique. 

The second thing to remember is that here 
again it is up to the woman. She must 
inspire romance, she cannot demand it. She 
must earn and create beauty in love, she 
cannot expect it as a right. 

Great lovers are made by the women they 
love. 

Every man has an ideal. And every man 
carries with him through all the muck and 
mire of living, all the cheap affairs with 
women, all the loneliness, all the disappoint- 
ments, this ideal. 

Most women would be infinitely surprised 
to meet that ideal face to face. Yet there 
is nothing which would be more helpful to 
her in winning him and holding him. With 
all men the ideal is more or less alike. 
Sweetness, kindness, thoughtfulness, affection, 
companionship, comfort, understanding, 
beauty that is within more than without and 
above all understanding. 

When Potemkin, who was then only a 
young Russian officer, first fell in love with 
Catherine, he wanted her to measure up to 
his ideal. He was unhappy because of her 
past love affairs. And she wrote him a 
beautiful letter in which she said, “And 
now, Sir Hero, can I after this confession 
hope for forgiveness for my sins? If fate 


had given me in my youth a husband whom } 
I could love, I should have remained true 
to him forever. The trouble is that my 
heart would not willingly be one hour with- 
out love. If you would attach me to your- 
self forever, then show me as much friend- | 
ship as love, and beyond everything, love 
and speak the truth.” 

Every woman will have from her man the 
amount of love she inspires; she will have 
romance in the proportion that she measures 
up to that ideal in his heart. That, rather 
than demands, rather than forcing small 
demonstrations, is the method which has 
been used by the women of the world’s 
history who have been madly loved. 

And the way to inspire love is to please. 

The third thing to analyze with care and 
honesty is how much outside opinion, con- 
cerned with what the world says, has to do 
with a woman's insistence upon the little 
things. 

How many times is a woman upset by 
some action or some failure in action simply 
because other people see it, or may get the 
wrong impression from it? 

For the woman who really desires to win 
and hold her man this is the last thing that 
should ever be considered. It is dangerous; 
it is petty; it throws her whole perspective 
out of line. 

Again there is a simple and perfect testing 


rod. 
In a love affair, nothing matters but the | 
relation of the man and woman to each 
other. If she is sure that between them 
harmony exists, if she is sure that the two 
of them are going along side by side, hand 
in hand, united by understanding, nothing 
else should have the slightest importance. 

She can laugh at anything else in the 
world. 

Yet jealousy, that one emotion which has | 
absolutely no redeeming phase, is nine times 
out of ten based upon wounded pride and 
vanity, caused by what the woman con- 
siders her humiliation in the eyes of others. 

Five women, all of them considered more 
than ordinarily charming, all of them hav- 
ing been much loved and by rather superior 
types of men, were discussing jealousy. 

Without exception, they admitted that 
they would rather the man they loved was 
actually unfaithful if no one knew about it, 
than that he was markedly attentive to 
some other girl in the presence of mutual 
friends or where the world could see. 

In other words, most jealousy is 
wounded vanity. Most jealousy is hurt 
pride. Wounded vanity is a small and 
ignoble emotion. Consequently it must be 
overcome. And it is overcome by learning 
the value of things, by analysis of circum- 
stances, by thought, clear, honest, right 
thought. 


ATHERINE the Great said of herself 
that she had a masculine rather than a 
feminine temperament. To some extent this 
was true. She thought like a man and she 
had a man’s sense of values. Therein lay her 
greatness. Little things never disturbed her. 
But she was a very feminine person just 
the same. She fought with the French 
Government for years because they contin- 
ued to address her as “Your Majesty” in- 


stead of as “Your Imperial Majesty.” She); is} 


never got over regretting a dress she 
wanted the Christmas before the Empress 
Elizabeth died and which she couldn’t af- | 
ford. When, after she had become Em- | 
press, she had with Orloff’s assistance re- | 
stored discipline in the army, reformed the | 
currency, straightened out the taxes, abol- | 
ished monopolies and settled the strikes in 
the mines, she devoted her time to silk om-| 
broidery, and made a gorgeous robe of the | 
most exquisite and delicate workmanship, to | 
be presented to a certain Monastery. 

First of all perhaps in her wonderful in- 
difference to little things, came her sense of 


“Which Man Shall 
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humor. It was impossible for her to take 
things too seriously. She once wrote an 
essay upon the different ways of laughing. 
After Voltaire died, she wrote, “Since Vol- 
taire died, it seems to me that honor no 
|longer attaches to good humor; it was he 
|who was the divinity of gaiety. Procure 
|for me an edition of his works, to renew 
| within me and confirm my natural love of 
| laughter.” 

| She was extremely easy-going. In her 
|memoirs, the Princess Dashkov, who may 
lay claim to being the only intimate woman 
| friend the Czarina ever had, speaks of an 
occasion which shows how much care Cath- 
erine took to make her lovers comfortable. 

On the very evening when the revolution, 
under Gregory Orloff and his _ brother 
Alexie, had succeeded in deposing Peter and 
proclaiming Catherine II empress, the Prin- 
cess, who had been one of the conspirators, 
went to the palace. There she entered 

Catherine’s own rooms, without being an- 
nounced, as was her custom. 

“What was my astonishment,” she wrote, 
|“at beholding Gregory Orloff stretched at 
full length on a sofa in one of the rooms, 
having hurt his leg it appeared, with a 
| large packet of letters before him, which he 
'was in the act of opening, and which I 
| recognized as State papers. I asked him, in 
amazement, what he was about. “The Em- 
press has -ordered that I should open them,’ 
| was his answer.” 

But worse was to come. The Empress 
invited her to stay to dinner and had the 
table, set for three, drawn up beside the 
couch where Orloff lay, so that he might 
|eat without discomfort to his wounded leg. 
One version of the story says that the Em- 
| press herself had dressed the wound on his 
|leg previous to the arrival of the Princess. 


} ELL, Orloff had just presented her 
with a throne and she is famous 
}among all her contemporaries for her grat- 
itude, so unusual in princesses. He had 
risked his life that she might wear a crown 
and she treated him always with tenderness. 

There can be found no record anywhere 
of her losing her temper. In spite of her 
exalted position, she seems always to have 
been amazingly affable. If any one did any- 
| thing she disliked or disapproved, she simply 
withdrew herself from them. That was her 
way of punishment. But there was never 
any recrimination, no harsh words, no anger. 

The love that existed between her and 
Potemkin was the biggest thing in her life 
and it was a love of the mind in the high- 
est sense of the word. She had other fa- 
vorites during the nineteen years that their 
attachment continued, but she dismissed 
them whenever Potemkin desired that she 
do so. They were bound together by the 
closest ties. The companionship between 
them, the complete mental oneness, is one 
of the most amazing things in history. 

For two years, Potemkin was _ her 
favorite. After that he became her chief 
minister and, in all but name, her husband. 
| There is something both touching and 
| beautiful, something from which every 
| woman may learn a great deal, in a certain 
action and attitude of Catherine’s during the 
| famous journey through the Crimea. 
| This great territory had been won for her 
by Potemkin and he wished to show it to 
| her, to lay it at her feet as a token of his 
| love. He was a spectacular showman, and he 
|made the most of the trip which he and 
| Catherine, with their retinues, made through 
the new lands. In some places he had ac- 
tually erected “cardboard villages,” towns 
| which like motion picture sets had nothing 


THER articles concerning 


but fronts. But they looked impressive as 
the Czarina rode or sailed past them. 

There can be no question that she knew 
that some of these towns were fake. In 
fact she later admitted as much to friends 
But she never allowed Potemkin to know it 

Everyone who ever came in direct con- 
tact with Catherine spoke of her wonderful 
disposition. She was so thoughtful of others 
that though she herself rose at six in the 
morning to write she would not ask her 
servants to get up at such an hour and 
herself lighted her fire and dressed without 
a maid. 

From Catherine the Great may be learned 
the lesson of giving. She gave without stint, 
with joy, with a prodigal hand. But she 
got back as much as she gave. Few virtues 
are more likely to arouse love than real, 
heart-felt generosity and this Catherine had 
beyond any other woman of history. 

She herself wrote an epitaph which she 
wished to have written upon her tomb. Her 
son did not carry out her wishes. But the 
inscription shows something of the ideals in 
Catherine’s own heart, the things she her- 
self had measured up to. 

“When she ascended the throne of ‘Russia 
she wished to do good and tried to bring 
happiness, freedom and prosperity to her 
subjects. 

“She forgave easily and hated no one. 

“She was good-natured, easy-going, was 
of a cheerful temperament, republican senti- 
ment and a kind heart. 

“Work came easy to her; she loved so- 
ciability and the arts.” 

There we have a picture of the woman 
who through her handling of men won and 
held an empire. 


Will You Be cAdored 


at Seventy? 


EXT month <cAdela | 
‘Rogers St. Johns will | 
tell you about Ninon de Lenclos 
of whom Byron wrote, “Some 
never grow ugly.”” Why was it 
that this woman became the most 
sought after in Grance and was 
adored at seventy as she was at 
seventeen? Gow was it that her 
salon was the rendezvous for all 
the famous men of her time? | 
Chat is, “What Every Woman | 
Wants to Know” and will find | 
out in December SMart Ser | 


No magic secret, no superwoman created 
by the gods. But a woman who knew the 
value of cheerfulness and kindness, A 
woman who understood how greatly men 
value comfort and companionship. A 
woman who could forgive, who was always 
good-natured, who never exaggerated the 
importance of little things. 

No great beauty, but a woman of active 
mind and a desire to please. 

In the final summing up of her character, 
we find three great things: 

She was pleasing. 

She was of a most amiable and easy- 
going disposition. 

Little things never affected her. 

Not such difficult things to learn. Nothing 
that the woman of today cannot acquire. 


“What Every Woman Wants to 


Know” appeared in the September and October issues of 


SMART SET. 


ADDRESS 


Copies of any or all of these issues will gladly be 
sent postpaid for twenty-five cents each 
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The Great Lover 


[Continued from page 45] 


suffered himself to be led to the divan and 
pushed down upon it. Ruth dropped down 
beside him. 

“She’s exquisite, dear,” she continued. 
“And she’s got intelligence, too, and an air, 
oh, quite an air. Who is she and wherever 
did you meet her?” 

He felt himself expanding a little. 

“She’s a niece of the Randolphs, the 
Livingston Randolphs.” He rolled the name 
on his tongue like a luscious morsel. “I 
met her at a party the Warburton Merediths 
gave. We've been knocking about for nearly 
two months now. She gives me something 
| haven’t had in years from—well, from 
the others. Meets me on my own level. No 
silly adulation, no gushing about how per- 
fectly heavenly I was in this or that play. 
I always liked that sort of flattery before 
but now I see how trumpery it was. She’s 
a thoroughbred, a fine, high-spirited thor- 
oughbred. I’m frightfully serious about this, 
more so than about anything since I first 
knew your mother. Try and be nice to 
her. There’s a dear.” 


She caught his hand and pressed it | 


fervently. 

“Of course I will, dad,” she said. “Ex- 
cuse my comedy. It didn’t belong at all.” 

He found himself enveloped in a glow of 
self-righteousness the next morning at break- 
fast. He could hear Ruth in the library 
chatting over the telephone with Doris. It 
suddenly dawned on him that Doris was 
the first of his intimate women friends he 
had ever introduced to his daughter. 


E WAS lunching again with Doris and | 


he was presently in the throes of an 
elaborate ceremonial in which he was as- 
sisted by his valet. This was his preparation 
for his mid-day appearance on Fifth Ave- 
nue. The ritual of preparation had become 
complicated and elaborate. 

The rubber girdle came first. Time was 
when Arnold Lacy had maliciously ragged 
certain older friends of his who had had 
recourse to this beneficent device for the 
correction of nature’s whimsies. He had 
never dreamed that he would come to this 
himself some day. 

This morning Mallory had a particularly 
difficult task in making both ends of the 
girdle meet and his employer was winded 
and red-faced when the operation was com- 
pleted. When his waistcoat was carefully 
adjusted by the deft hands of the valet, how- 
ever, and he noticed in the mirror the 
tapering waistline which had been artificially 
contrived he felt compensated for the dis- 
comfort. 

With a gardenia in the buttonhole of 
his English topcoat, a pearl gray Fedora 
tilted at a slight angle on his head and a 
slim malacca cane under his arm he looked 
a full decade younger than his actual fifty- 
two years when he emerged into the morn- 
ing sunshine. 


He and Doris lunched at the Crillon | 
where they had a table in a corner of the | 


red and gold dining room. 


a feeling we're going to be great chums. 
She’s going to introduce me to some of her 
pals. It'll be a relief to mingle with a new 
group. My own set of friends is getting a 
little shop-worn.” 


He laughed inwardly at his fears of the | 


day before. He felt that Doris’s new friend- 


ship with Ruth had brought him closer to | 


her than ever before. This new feeling of 
assurance was short lived, however. It was 
nearly a week before Doris let him see her 
and then she consented merely to drive 
through the Park for half an hour. She 


No Medicines, 

No Starvation 
Diet— 

No Dangerous 


Reduce 


Where You Want 


to Reduce 


Discovery of infiltrating oxygen reducing cream 
—quickly and safely banishes double chins, and 
slenderizes big hips, fat waists, legs and arms. 


NY woman or man who wants to take off fat on 


any part of the body can now do so quickly, 
and safely. There is no question about this. It 


is a proved fact. 
The discovery of oxygen reducing cream was peer acci- 


dental. A great New York doctor asked three o 


the ablest 


Colloidal Chemists in New York to try to find a remedy for 


“Except 
for your 
hips you 
could 
wear a 
size 
smaller” 


treatments: 


chronic skin troubles. (Colloidal chemistry is 
one of the latest developments in chemical 
science.) These Colloidal Chemists prepared 
an infiltrating cream which would liberate 
oxygen when absorbed through the skin. 
They discovered that whenever the part to be 
treated was fat, this excess weight quickly 
disappeared. Reducing tests were then made 
on fat people with amazing results. One 
woman reduced her neck one inch in a few 
another two inches. Still another took off twenty-nine 


pounds in six weeks. Equally successful results were had in reduc- 
ing fat waists, arms, legs, and big hips. So safe is Viaderma, as it 
is called, that it has the approval of chemists and physicians who 
oppose all other methods of quick fat reduction. 


Viaderm 


a is a golden brown cream, which is rubbed rapidly on 


the skin. You see the cream disappear at once, leaving a clean white 


foam on th 


e skin surface. The penetrating cream carries oxygen to 


the fatty tissues and in a few days’ time this oxygen gradually melts 

away the excess fat. You get definite results from a single jar which 
> 

contains an 18 days’ supply. Get full information at 


once. Mail 


coupon today. 


Colloidal Chemists, Dept. 168 

27 West 20th St., New York, N.Y. 

Without obligation, please send me complete 
information about Viaderma, oxygen reducing 
cream. 
Name 
Address. 
City 
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Catarrhal 
Deafness 


In catarrhal deafness the inflammation of 


| the air passage from throat to ear causes the 
| distressing rumbling, fullness and dulled hear- 


ing. Relieve these inflamed mucous mem- 
branes with Hall’s Catarrh Medicine which 
goes directly to the cause, and Nature quickly 
restores a healthy condition. Get a bottle 
today. Successful for over 40 years. 


Hall’s Catarrh Medicine 
Combined Treatment at your Druggist’s. If he 
hasn't it, enclose 8c to F. J. Cheney & Co., 
Dept. 2011, Toledo, Ohio 


Vey hair 


is absurd 


i this modern age of youth and beauty. 
Obviously, “dyed” hair is even more ri- 
diculous. Rap-I-Dol is different. Ordinary 
dyes or restorers merely paint the outer coat- 
ing of the hair giving a “flat”, dead color 
| which quickly streaks, fades and comes off. 
Rap-I-Dol penetrates through the transpar- 
ent outer coating of the hair and gives it 
natural color, lustrous with original brilli- 
ance and shade. Simple and sure to apply 
under our personal expert advice. Absolutel 

impossible to detect. Rap-I-Dol is poemeemee | 
for its safety by the Federal Cosmetic and 
Medical Council! We have a new special 
FREE offer particularly interesting to women, 
who have used other ordinary dyes. Send the 
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‘Ruth’s a dear,” Doris told him. “I have | W rite for Now Radio Log Book, Free to Catarrh Sufferers pon qui y ure full infor tion 


Ghe “Master” Hair Coloring 


PHOTO ENLARGEMENTS. nuke RAP-I-DOL 


of enlargements of any part 
of group picture. 'e re- 
of your own original 


Size 16x20 inches 
9 8° | 


any cise) | 


your beeoti- 
ree Offer we 
UNITED PORTRAIT COMPANY 
1652 Ogder: Ave., Dept. 58 Chicag 


Rap - I - Dol Distributing Corp. 
>_< Dept. 8112, Bush Building, N.Y.C. 
<= Send me immediately without obligation 
complete information on the Rap-I-Dol treatment for 
my hair and the special FREE offer you are making. 
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CHINE GUARANTEE. Recognized the world 
over as the finest, strongest, sturdiest, portable 
built. Only a limited number of these Splendid 
machine available. To get one, you must 


Yours for 10 Days FREE— 
Send No Money — 


Experience the joy this personal writing portable 
typewriter can give you! Use it l0daysfree! See 
how easy it is to run and the splendidly typed let- 
ters it turns out. Ideal for the office desk, home, 
traveling. Small, compact, light convenient. 
Don’t send out letters, re rts, bills in poor 
handwriting when you can have this Corona at 
a low price or on such easy terms. 


Carrying Case Included 
—If You Act Now 


Leatheroid carrying case, oiler, Instructions free on 
thie offer. Send no money—just the coupon. Wiheut 
delay or red tape we will send you the Corona. T 

10 days. If you decide to keep it, send us only $2—t 

$83 a month until our special price of $39.90 is b> ot 4 
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By Using This Coupon 


8 Smith Typewriter Sales Corp. 

(Corona Division) 

& 360 E. Grand Ave., Chicago, Dept, 1B 

Ship me the Corona, 9,8. Chicago. On arrival I'll deposft 2 
cep send you $3 a mont 
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ou arete give your standard gust 


"le of Unique Design 
beautiful colored stones 
i. SEN ND No 


Women “go wild” over this 
mart line of Dress Goods, Silks, 
Wash Fabrics—Handkerchiefs. 
Fancy Goods, Easy 

repeat trade. Liberal 
sions and bonuses. Men and wo- 
men, full or spare time. 1000 sam- 
ples furnished. Write quickly. 


met his remonstrances with a pretty frown. 

“It’s the busiest part of the season,” she 
explained as she alighted from the car and 
extended a slender gloved hand. “A per- 
fect galaxy of silly debutantes is being in- 
troduced at dinners and a string of dances. 


Mother insists that I must uphold the 
family traditions and attend them all. You 
must be patient.” 

“Well, shall we say Monday night of 
next week,” he ventured. 

“Monday night,” she echoed and paused. 
“I’m afraid that’s impossible. The Far- 
leighs are giving a reception. I went to 


school with the oldest girl. I'll call you 
up and let you know just when I can 
dine. Thanks for the pleasant drive.” 

She pressed his hand gently and sped 
across the sidewalk with the eagerness of 
a child. He watched her slim figure dis- 
appear through the revolving door and the 
world became a sterile promontory. He 
had never felt so disturbed about any wo- 
man before. No one had ever mattered 
quite so much to him. 

He moped in a melancholy mood for 
three days finding a bitter sweetness in the 
few moments of conversation that he was 
able to snatch with her every morning on 
the telephone. On Monday Dick Merivale 
called up. 

“I’ve got five seats in the third row for 
the new Ziegfeld show tonight,” he said, 
“and Gertrude insists that you come along. 
We haven’t seen you for months. You 
must be in the throes of some sort of a 
devastating love affair. Forget it for a few 
hours and make a night of it.” 


E HESITATED for a moment and then 

accepted the invitation. It might, he told 
himself, give him a few hours of surcease 
from the depression that held him in leash. 
The Merivales picked him up in their car. 
They had young Stuart Benson with them 
and a lively young woman with snappy 
black eyes and a restless, squirrel-like ac- 
tivity of movement that he found most up- 
setting. He had never seen anyone quite 
so electrically alive. Dick Merivale intro- 
duced her as a Miss Angie Ayres from 
Philadelphia and explained that she was a 
cousin and a house guest of theirs. She 
began a fusillade of chatter in a high-pitched 
voice and he immediately wished that he 
hadn’t come. 

“Fancy actually sitting cheek by jowl with 
the great Arnold Lacy,” she spluttered. 
“I've simply worshipped you from afar 
ever since I was twelve. I saw you six 
times in “The Boulevardier’ and five times 
in ‘A Man’s Way’ and I’ve got two per- 
fectly adorable photographs of you on my 
dressing table. I’ve sometimes felt after 
seeing you on the stage that I'd like to burn 
incense before them but I hate the smell 
of the stuff. I’ve often said, you know, 
that the way you blend the feelings of the 
cave man, if you know what I mean, and 
the instincts of a gentleman—well, I’ve often 
said that that’s the secret of your great 
appeal. 

“Discreet reticence with the pulse of a 
cave man throbbing underneath,” broke in 
Dick Merivale. “How would this do for 
a catch line in the ads for your next play, 
‘Arnold Lacy, the Original Cave Man, but 
Always the Perfect Gent?’” 

“Oh, shut up, please,” said Arnold. 

Dick Merivale subsided, but Miss Angie 
Ayres continued her stream of embarrass- 
ing compliments until they reached the 
theater. He tried to maneuver things so 
that he could sit between Mrs. Merivale 
and young Benson, but the young lady from 
Philadelphia insisted upon pre-empting one 
of the places next him and he cursed al- 
most audibly. 

The proceedings on the stage rather bored 
him and he found himself observing his 
companion and contrasting her with Doris. 


She was undeniably pretty he admitted. A 


slightly retroussé nose gave her face a 
sharp piquancy that was accentuated by the 
pearl earrings she wore. Decidedly pretty 


Younger than Doris, too. Couldn’t be 
more than nineteen. And she seemed quite 
sincere in her admiration. 

He was weary when the curtain fell on 
the last gorgeous scene of the spectacular 
revue and he hoped that he would be per- 
mitted to return home at once but his hosts 
had planned otherwise. 

“We're going on to the Club Royale,” 
said Gertrude Merivale. “It’s the newest 
of the night clubs. We were there the other 
night—a little rowdy—but they have the 
most stunning colored jazz orchestra in town. 
They play with positively barbaric abandon. 
You'll love it.” 

He grunted a polite, “That’s fine.” He 
knew that he would abominate it. He de- 
spised jazz orchestras and he was not fond 
of night life. At forty he had resolved to 
go to bed not later than twelve-thirty every 
night and he had adhered to this program 
with such fixedness of purpose that it had 
become a settled habit which he broke only 
on those occasions when attendance at some 
mandatory social affair demanded that he 
stay up beyond his time limit. 

His worst fears were more than realized 
when they reached the Club Royale. 

He had just settled himself with difficulty 
when Angie Ayres pulled him to his feet 
again and whirled him out on the crowded 
dance floor. Here swaying couples moved 
about him in a jam. He was a good dancer. 
though he had lost much of his early en- 
thusiasm for it. However dancing was al- 
most impossible in this closely packed mass 
of humanity. It was all overwhelmingly 
vulgar and irritating. 

Angie’s enthusiasm was in direct pro- 
portion to his own discomfort and annoy- 
ance. 

“Don’t you adore it?” she asked. “Doesn't 
it give you a sense of the rhythm of life, if 
you know what I mean?” 

He didn’t know what she meant and he 
was quite sure that she didn’t know herself. 
He was completely exhausted three hours 
afterwards when the Merivales suggested 
leaving. He had danced four times with 
Gertrude Merivale and thirteen times by 
actual count with the tireless Miss Ayres 
How could these people stand this sort oi 
thing night after night without going under? 
He looked at his watch. It was two forty- 
five. He hadn’t been up as late as this in 
six months and he hadn’t been so utterly 
tired in years. 


UT Angie Ayres wasn’t tired. She bab- 

bled on about everything in general and 
nothing in particular as they whirled home 
through the chill morning air. She was still 
chatting as he lumbered heavily out of the 
car in front of his apartment house and 
turned to murmur a sleepy good night. 

“Mother’s so terribly old-fashioned she 
wouldn’t understand and so I never told 
her about it and—oh, must you leave us. 
dear Prince Charming? Well, nighty-night 
and so forth. You aren’t going to lose me. 
you know. I’m going to have Cousin Ger- 
trude bring me around to tea some day 
Maybe she'll be nice enough to leave me 
there and go out shopping. Then you can 
tell your man to take the afternoon off and 
we'll do a scene from the second act to- 
gether. I'll be letter perfect.” 

“Angie, you’re shockingly vulgar,” 
Cousin Gertrude. 

A ray of light from one of the electroliers 
that flanked the main entrance caught Angie 
Ayres’ impudent smile and her quaint little 
turned-up nose. Through sleep-laden lids 
he glimpsed a saucy wink intended for him- 
self alone as he turned and stumbled wearily 
towards the doorway. 

He let himself into his apartment. A 


said 
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Freckles 


Secretly and Quickly Removed! 


you can banish those annoying, 
embarrassing freckles, quickly 
and surely, in the privacy of your 
own boudoir. Your friends will won- 
der how you did it. 


Stillman’s Freckle Cream bleaches 
them out while you sleep. Leaves the 
skin soft and white, the complexion 
fresh, clear and transparent, the face 
rejuvenated with new beauty of 
natural coloring. 


The first jar proves its magic worth. 
Results =. Or money re- 
funded. At all druggists, S0c and $1. 


Stillman’s 


Freckle Cream 

Removes | Whitens 

Freckles | The Skin 
2 
H The Stillman Co., 74 Rosemary Lane, Aurora, Ill. i 
me your FREE booklet on skin treatment. 
H 
Address H 

City 
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Selling Ties! 


Men! Ties, beautiful silk 


e—and when you 
mention the sensational low factory prices. You 


collect big profits in advance. 


Samples FREE to You 


All you do is take orders. We show you how. You 
invest nothing to start No_ experience 
Work spare time if you wish. H 
one y their lives with this line. You 

can too Hurry! Send name and address ¢o-day 
mp FREE! Nothing to 


for « 
ligation 
NASH NAWCO NECKWEAR CO., Inc. 
Dept. N-70, COVINGTON, KY. 


YOUR CHOICE OF ANY TWO $q98 


Get This Wonderful RING COMBINATION! 


Wedding Ring nly $4.98-—Think of it! Most 
ting 


beautiful 1928 Basket Designs in gen i Set with famous Elite 

Yiamonds k iance. Compare them wi 
genuine. If you « d them back 

Money Back DON'T A PENNY! 

y bination A PENNY! 

Just aame, address, Number of Rings wanted with finger sise. Par 

price shown or if combination $4.95 on arrival. If not delighted, 


Money, Refunded 
Elite Jewelry House, Dept. 2511, 6343 S.Ashand Ave., Chicago 


“Rarebit’s off,’ she announced. “There 
isn’t a bit of cheese in the house. There’s 
some cold roast beef if you want sand- 
wiches.” 

They protested that they weren’t hungry. 
Ruth, noticing that young Mr. Goodrich 
was idly inspecting the victrola on the 
other side of the room, was seized with an 
idea. 

“What do you say if we wind up the night 
with a little dance?” she inquired. 

They pounced on the suggestion with 
enthusiasm. Presently they were out in 
the centre of the room circling around in 
gay abandon. Doris, in the arms of young 
Mr. Randall, was laughing at something 
he was saying to her. Arnold Lacy sud- 
denly felt himself very old. He belonged 
to another generation. He was just a silly 
old fossil. The call of youth to youth was 
one of the eternal verities. He was just 
a bystander. He rose to his feet and 
gathered up his overcoat and hat. 

“That’s right, dad, go to bed,” called 
Ruth over the shoulder of her companion. 

Doris and young Mr. Randall stopped 
near him. She held out her hand. 

“IT know you're tired,” she said in the 
indulgent tone that a very young person 
might use to an elderly grandparent. “Good 
night.” 


He took her hand. There was no response 
from her long, slender fingers to the pres- 
sure of his own. They were dancing again 
before he reached the doorway. 

It was noon before he arose. Ruth had 
already gone out. He was still weary, but 
his bath refreshed him. His secretary came 
in with the mail in response to his ring. 

“Any telephone calls?” he asked. 

“Henderson wants to see you at three 
about the scene designs. That’s all, I think. 
Oh, yes, I forgot. A young woman, a Miss 
Ayres, has called twice. She said she'd 
call again at twelve-thirty.” 

A smile brightened Mr. Lacy’s face. 

“You can send Mallory in at once,” he 
said, “and when that phone call comes, push 
the buzzer.” 

The patient Mallory was struggling with 
the rubber girdle when the buzzer sounded. 

“Please step outside for a moment,” re- 
quested Mr. Lacy. 

The memory of an impudent smile and a 
quaint little turned-up nose enchanted him 
as he stepped jauntily towards the tele- 
phone. Old? A man was only as old as 
he felt. The ancient platitude came trip- 
pingly to his lips and gave him comfort 
for he felt twenty-one again—well, not over 
twenty-two at the outside. There was al- 
ways romance just around the corner. 


It Takes Two to Make a Divorce 


[Continued from page 47] 


constant nagging because I wouldn’t go to 
church. That’s how I started to fight back.” 
“The things I did were right,” interrupted 


the wife. “The things of which I com- 
plained were wrong. You often admitted 
that.” 


“Sure I did,” he replied, “but I got tired 
of hearing about it. I only wanted to be 
comfortable in my own way and you wanted 
me to sprout wings.” 

“Only for your own good,” she persisted, 
“but you didn’t appreciate my interest.” 

I’ve noticed that whenever people try to 
force their own standards on others that it 
is always for the good of the latter. It 
makes no difference whatever it may be; 
personal uplift, Sunday observance or Con- 
stitutional amendments. It is particularly 
so in wedlock. There are more unselfish 
uplifters in this communion than in any 
other, more ingrates who fail to appreciate, 
who repay good with evil. 

Marital dissension of itself isn’t fatal to 
happiness. In fact between persons of dif- 
ferent temperament it is often a healthy 
sign. It shows a survival of interest in each 
other that is usually lacking when one or 
both of a pair make no objection to any- 
thing the other thinks or says or does. It 
all depends on the cause of the dissension. 
People may marry what seem to be mistakes 
and be happy. They may come from dif- 
ferent social classes or religions; one may be 
educated, the other uncultured; one rich, 
one poor. These differences are no bar- 
rier to successful marriage. 


HE fatal difference between a pair is a 

difference in moral concepts. The wife 
has one moral standard; the husband, an- 
other. People may yield or compromise their 
opinions but they never really change their 
moral standards. This doesn’t usually show 
in big matters. Marital wreckage is due to 
little things which grow to big grievances. 
For example, a man may see no real harm 
in taking an occasional drink but his wife 
will consider it positively sinful and a 
menace to their happiness. Such differences 
are impossible of real compromise. They 
are rooted in the character of the individual. 
True, the man may stop drinking, or pretend 
to, through love for his wife or fear of her 


tongue, but he doesn’t change his mind 
about the morality of drinking. 

If such a wife were satisfied with her 
moral victory and stopped there all would 
be well but a really righteous person hav- 
ing won the first round for morality is going 
to continue. She is certain to find causes 
aplenty because the man whose moral code 
whitewashes the habit of strong drink, is 
certain to do and say other things that con- 
tinually affront such a wife. 

Persistence in the best of causes, if car- 
ried too far, becomes plain nagging. It of- 
fers to the offender an excuse for revolting 
Presently, the unregenerate backslides not 
only to the point at which his reform began, 
but back to the point of his ante marital con- 
victions. He is then beyond the reach of 
the other because a wife fortified by knowl- 
edge of her own righteousness cannot pos- 
sibly surrender or condone her husband’s 
new excesses. 

“Aren’t the imperfect ones partly to 
blame,” inquired a friend, “or do you argue 
that their very imperfections exonerate 
them ?” 


F COURSE they are partly to blame 

Just as the righteous mate fooled herself 
or himself, so did the weaker one. “Love 
is blind,” runs the classic explanation for the 
wholesale picking of mismates. But as a 
matter of fact love isn’t blind. It is eminently 
egotistical. The lovers discern the draw- 
backs and weaknesses in each other, but love 
lends to each an optimism that is supreme 
Just as the righteous one knows that by the 
power of her love she will be able to mould 
the other to her way, the imperfect one 
never doubts that she will continue to over- 
look in him things she would never condone 
in another. 

Up to this point each is equally responsi- 
ble. It is only when they reach the cross- 
roads at the end of every honeymoon that 
one or the other makes a false move.. The 
future happiness of this pair depends ab- 
solutely on whether both will continue their 
mutual compromises. Those who know 
they are partly in the wrong will continue 
to yield partly, but those who know they 
are right have nothing to compromise and 
don’t. Thus, the one willing to yield partly 
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finds that this never suffices and soon ceases 
to yield at all. 

“It’s all my own fault,” said one em- 
bittered wife who had left her husband and 
wanted him restrained from annoying her. 
“My friends told me he was a crank, that 
he’d try to rule me body and soul, but I 
knew better. I gave in to him as far as 
my self-respect would permit but he was 
never satisfied. Nothing I did suited him. 
I was never permitted to question any 
decision he made. He knew everything 
about everything.” 

There was an illuminating outcome from 
this case. The daughter of a friend of mine 
who had just become engaged, got the idea 
that a visit to the domestic relations court, 
might disclose some of the pitfalls she would 
do well to avoid. She followed the testi- 
mony of this woman intently. Afterwards 
she announced that she was going to break 
her engagement. She had really had two 
suitors, and it had been hard for her to 
choose between them. There was Bob, 
whom she favored but who was inclined to 
be irresponsible. Then there was Gilbert, 


| Grom Gokyo | 


q am a reader of the SMart Set and | 
just love it. I hope you will continue | 
to improve so that it will be the best 
magazine in the world. I am so sorry 
that I cannot join any of your contests 
especially poems as I am very fond of 
them, but I live in far off Japan and 

| can’t be on time. 

Sorpxy MorGin 

| Ginza, Tokyo, Japan 


the one she accepted. He was everything 
that was right. Her friends had plead his 
cause. Her common sense made her agree 
that he was the better match. 

“But this case has opened my eyes,” she 
continued. “Gilbert is a good man; he’s 
too good. I’m going to take Bob who isn’t 
so good. He thinks everything I do is 
right. Now I’m not an angel and don’t 
want to be one but I don’t intend to go 
through life feeling like an unworthy, sinful 
sort of creature. 

“Gilbert thinks I’m a bit too modern. 
Short skirts are immodest, he'll say. 
Make-up is vulgar. Bobbed hair is silly. 
Cigarette smoking is suggestive. Gilbert 
probably is right but we don’t fit together. 
I don’t intend to be perfect; I intend to be 
happy. I thought he’d gradually change but 
I realize that it is I who will have to do 
all the changing.” 

It isn’t always on the score of moral 


issues that the unyielding husband or wife 


makes the stand. Sometimes they are simply | 
domineering by nature; sometimes they are | 


acutely ambitious and wholly actuated by 


praiseworthy motives. Probably there isn’t | 
one single thing they do that the world | 
would blame them for and yet they drive | 


wives or husbands to despair. 


A certain aggrieved wife, not of the cul-| 
ambitious, | 


tured type, but alert and 
wanted her husband put under bonds to 
support her. Hers was a poignant tale of 
woe. He had owned a prospering store in 
a smart suburb but he had taken to drink, 
failed in his business and then deserted her. 

“I did everything to help him in a busi- 
ness and social way,” she declared. 

He didn’t deny it. But although she 
boasted of her aims for his betterment, they 
were the very cause of their smash-up. Bit 
by bit I got the story from the husband. 
She agreed generally to his statement of 
facts, although she placed a different inter- 
pretation on them. ‘It appeared that she, 
coming from a lower social strata, had been 
bitten by the society bug. In the better 
environment of the suburb she soon be- 
came ambitious to wedge herself in socially. 
Clearly she was afflicted with an inferiority 
complex which manifested itself in rudeness 
to her husband’s customers who were not} 
of the elect. Business fell off and with it, | 
the income. She became a sorry mate for a) 
worried man. She was constantly on the | 
offensive or the defensive. She either lec- | 
tured her husband for his inefficiency or | 
apologized for him in his presence to her | 
social betters. When he complained that 
this sort of thing was making him unhappy, | 
she told him that was her very purpose, 
that she did it to spur him to success. 

This wife placed responsibility for her 
trouble on what she termed the new vices 
and habits he had acquired. She made the | 
usual mistake. People don’t often change | 
their habits nor acquire new vices after) 
they reach the age of marriage; they merely | 
resume old habits and vices when they are 
harried with marital worries. The change 
is in the offended one more often than in 
the offender. Not only do they seek for 
flaws but they naturally find more reason 
to condemn the offences. 

It is with the best possible intention that a 
married pair starts out. Most of them love 
each other unselfishly. Their interests are | 
merged to the practical exclusion of all out- | 
siders. I have had scores of men and| 
women tell me that the first rift between 
them was a more terrible experience than 
everything that happened afterward. Be- | 
fore that, sheer panic at the thought of a) 
possible severance of interests held them | 
within bounds. So long as this fear prevails | 
the pair is safe but when either or both of | 
them reach the conclusion that nothing ter- | 
rible will happen if they disagree then they 
are headed for permanent alienation. 


cA Novel of Modern Marriage Chat Will Gwinkle in 
Your Memory for Years and Years 


°PETER-~and 


“PAN 


ETER was watching a performance of his new play. Ghe girl 

beside him was watching ‘Peter. Jn adventurous mood she 
asked ‘Peter to pretend he was a friend of hers. On impulse he 
did. ‘What that chivalrous gesture let him in for, you'll find out in 
the new serial by Grank ‘R. cAdams, author of “Ghe Gime, the 
“Place and the Girl.” Jt begins in “December 
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of Mende Muscle Builder 


uscle Building, 
“Secreta of Strength,’ “ Here 


The Man I Pity Most 


R OLD JONES. I see him now, standing there, de- 
jected, cringing, afraid of the world. No one had any use 
forhim. No one respected him. Across his face I read one 
harsh word—FAILURE He | just lived on. A poor worn 
out imitation of a man, doing his sorry best to get on in the 
world. If he had realizéd just one thing, he could have 
made good. He might have been a brilliant success. 
There are thousands and thousands of men like Jones. 
They, too, could be happy, successful, respected and loved. 
But they can't seem to realize the one big fact—that prac- 
ti pA ev z thing worth while living for depends upon 
TH—upon live, r ooded, he-man muscie. 
E varvtbien you do depends upon — No matter 
what your occupation, you need the health, vitality and 
clear thinking only big, strong, virile muscles can give you. 
When you are ill the strength in those big muscles pulls you 
through. At the office, in the farm fields, or on the tennis 
courts, you'll find your success generally depends upon 
your muscular development. 


Here's Short Cut to Strength and Success 
“But” you say, “it takes years to build my body up to the 
point where it will equal those of athletic champions."’ It 
does if you go about it without any system, but there's a 
scientific short cut. And that's where I come in 


30 Days is All I Need 

People call me the Muscle-Builder. In just 30 days I can 
do things with your body you never thought possible. 
With just a few minutes work every morning, I will add 
one full inch of real, live muscle to each of your arms, and 
two whole inches across your chest. Many of my pupils 
have gained more than that, but I GU JARANTEE to do at 
least that much for you in one short month. Your neck 

will grow shapely, your shoulders begin to broaden. Be- 
know it. you'll find people turning around 

Women will want to know you. Your 
tou Your friends will wonder 
waa as come over you. You'll look ten years Boy er, 
and you'll feel like it too. Work wi easy. 
wh you'll then that you don't know what play 
reall; ly mean 
I Those Inner Teo 
But I'm not through with you. I want ninet $s in all 
to do the job right, and then all I ask is that one in 
front of your mirror and look yourself over. 
What a marvelous change! Those great squared shoul- 
ders! That pair of huge, lithe arms! Thoee firm, shapely 
! Yes, sir. They are yours, and they are there to 
stay. You'll be just as fit Inside as you are out, too, be- 
cause I work on your heart, your liver—al? of your inner 
organs, strengthening and exercising them. Yes indeed, 
life can give you a greater thrill roy h yeu ever dreamed. 
But, remember, the only sure road to h, strength and 
alwayed d 


Send for my New Book, 64 pages and—IT IS FREE 


“MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT” 


It contains forty-eight full- Te photographs < rire and some of the 

nany pi ave trained. of these came to me as 

pitiful weaklings, imploring me to help them. ton them over now and you 

wil sae at their present physiques. This book will prove an impetus 

real inspiration to you. It will thrill you through And through. This 

will not obligate you at 1 but for the sake of your future health and happi- 
do not put it off. Send today—right now before you turn thie page. 


EARLE LIEDERMAN 


Dept. 5011 305 Broadway New York City 


Science of Wrestling,” 
Health,” “Endurance,” etc. 


EARLE LIEDERMAN 
Dept. 5011, 305 Broadway, New York City 
Dear Sir: Please send me, absolutely = 
and without a obligation on LY 
= of your latest 


. State 
*(Piease write or print plainly.) 
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Has “IT” and 


a New Skin 


Amazing New Way to Take Off Tan, 
Pimples, Freckles and Other Blemishes 
Now Explained Without Cost 


Beautiful Annie Pritchard of the 
Greenwich Village Follies Gives Tip! 


in only 


What a 
difference 


skin makes 


Popular Annie Pritchard, of the Greenwich 
Village Follies, when on the stage must display 
her charming personality (“IT") and her clear, 
beautiful skin. So, she had to aA. . get rid of 
a tanned, muddy-looking skin acquired from 
several weeks at the seashore. Like thousands 
w ho want to quickly get rid of some complexion 
destroying blemish, she did not know what to do. 
But hearing about a new disoovery that easily, 
harmlessly and quickly removes the tanned or 
blemished outer skin, thereby bringing out a 
new, clear, smooth, beautiful skin on face, neck, 
arms, hands or any part of body, she tried it, 
when lo, and behold! she looked more youthful 
and beautiful than ever. 

She says: “I found it did its work, and I en- 
countered no discomfort whatsoever. It leaves 
the skin clear and beautiful.” 

This new, amazing method is fully explained 
in a book called “Beautiful New Skin in 3 Days,” 
which is now being mailed FREE to readers of 
this magazine who write for it, to Wm. Witol, 
author, Dept. R-26, No. 1700 Broadway, New 
York, N. Y. All who write for a copy of this 
interesting new book which explains how any- 
one can rid the skin of pimples, blackheads, 
freckles, tan, large pores, oily skin, wrinkles 
and signs of aging, will receive it by return mail 
absolutely free. Write now while the free edi- 
tion lasts 


IVEN 33. 


A Brand New 


—— Grade Fine Tone 

TENOR BANJO, GUITAR 

const UKULEL MULELE, 

GUITAR OR MANDO 

We will give you without extra a when you enroll, any instru- 

ment you select and teach you to play it by our NEW copyrighted 

easy to learn home-study course. Over 500,000 men. women ys 

girls have learned to play by our simp plified method. Cost is only 
afew cents a day for leasons © other chi Y pay 

instrument and first lessons 


CHICAGO CORRESPON: 
$32 No Dept. 71 


EARN MONEY 


LEARN 
aR Our amazing new method of 

Oil Painting Portraits, Land- 
scapes, Miniatures, etc., requires no experi- 
ence. PAINTING OUTFIT and Employ- 
ment Service FREE. Write for booklet. 
PICTORIAL ART STUDIOS, INC., Dept. 
CS, 2926 Broadway, Chicago. 


| I remember one opinionated husband who 
| answered his wife’s assertion that he was 
tyrannical, stingy and abusive. He explained 
that she brought it upon herself by always 
defying him. It had become a habit with 
her. He had only to approve or disapprove 
of anything and immediately she took the 
opposite view. 

“Was she always so?” I asked. “Oh, no,” 
he replied. “At first she agreed with me in 
everything. That’s what makes it so 
strange.” 

“What was the cause of the first break?” 
I asked. He raked his mind. 

“I'll tell you what it was, Your Honor,” 
said the wife; her manner showed that the 
memory rankled fresh in her mind. “My 
mother was sick and I wanted to go and 
help take care of her for a few days and he 
forbid it. I tried to coax him but he said 
a wife’s place was with her husband.” 

“And you defied him?” I asked. 

“I couldn’t help myself. There had been 
other times when I wanted to but I was 
always afraid it might lead to a separation. 
This time I simply had to defy him. A 
girl's mother ic her mother!” 


O THIS husband had, himself, taught his 

wife the efficacy of defiance. By being 
unreasonable in a case close to her heart he 
had forced her to defy him for the first 
time. He had held her through fear of his 
permanent displeasure and then he had up- 
set it all by teaching her that his threats 


3 days 


a new outer) 
| non-compromise, is 


were only empty bluffs. With a person so 


—and | yielding as this wife, he could have trifled 


with her desires without letting her know 

he was compromising. He could have re- 

mained to the end the unchallenged monarch 

| of his home. Here he was whining because 

| his wife had done him an injury without 
the slightest thought that he had really done 
it to himself. 

The next most fatal thing in wedlock to 
compromising in a 
grudging way. It is a popular form of 
marital recrimination. There was one hus- 
band whose wife charged that he neglected 
her, that he went out every evening and left 
her alone, that he gambled and, she strongly 
suspected, philandered. 

“It’s her own fault,” said the man. “All 
she ever wanted to do was stay home every 
evening and play the phonograph and get to 
bed by ten. I like outside amusement. I 
used to coax her to go out and she agreed 
that if I stayed home four nights each week 
she would go out with me the other three. 
She went, all right, but she spoiled it all by 
forever talking about the terrible sacrifice 


she was making for me. She forgot the 
sacrifice I was making. 
“Finally I stopped asking her to go. I 


pretended to be doing extra work nights and 
kited around myself. When she got wise, she 
offered to go along but I didn’t want her. 
I had better times without her sitting around 
finding fault.” 

Men and women who are always ready to 
yield to each other, I notice, are usually the 
ones who get along the best. Reciprocity is 


| the pivot upon which revolves every marriage 


whether it is happy or not. Because people 
are human they proceed on a give and take 
basis. If they get a slam, they return a 
slam. When one is attentive, appreciative 
and liberal, the other usually falls over him- 
self trying to make adequate return. 

While in wedlock the most constructive 
virtue is yielding yet when it is carried to 
an extreme it becomes a definite marital 
vice. Because of it in some marriages the 
one who is deferred to out of reason, becomes 
a tyrant, while the other becomes that 
miserable object, a domestic slave. Some- 
times the latter driven too far will revolt, 
and then there is never a chance for recon- 


ciliation. But usually the slaves resort to 
subterfuge, lying, sneaking, even stealing to 


get the things they have not the courage to 
demand. 


HIS accounts for those surprising cases 
in which a man or a woman is suddenly 
revealed to be the chief figure in a liaison 
of long standing, perhaps carried on under 
the very nose of their mate. These offenders 
have been forced to learn the art of guile 
and incidentally they have learned its efficacy. 
It has proved doubly effective because the 
lord and master, or his female counterpart, 
has been so supremely self-confident, so con- 
temptuous of the abject mate. Wives of this 
sort are often unfaithful not at any urge oi 
sex, but as an incident in their stolen romance. 
It is the price they must pay for the sym- 
pathy and consideration and deference which 
they fail to receive at home. 

In cases of this sort it is the one who 
imposes on the mate of yielding disposition 
who pays in the long run, although there 
are many other cases where the reverse is 
true, where the one who does all the yield- 
ing also does the paying, and in addition has 
only himself to blame for his misfortunes. 

Such a man came to court one day to 
secure aid in getting rid of a star boarder. 
This husband, although kindly and unduly 
tolerant, was a pitiable sort of creature. 
His wife, he explained, refused to let the 
boarder go, just to show him there was no 
truth in his suspicion. 

“Why don’t you put him out by 
if necessary ?” he was asked. 

“Oh,” he said, “I couldn't. I’m not sure, 
you see. I don’t want to go too far.” 

A little delving disclosed that this man 
Lad yielded to his wife in everything because 
he believed that in this way he would assure 
domestic harmony. He found that it worked 
the other way. It seemed that in the begin- 
ning she had been reasonable enough, but 
once she learned he was always ready to 
capitulate despite the merit of their difference, 
she gradually ceased to be ever willing to do 
so, whether she was in the right or wrong. 

“Why did you let a man come into your 
home?” he was asked. 

“Because she insisted, I was working 
nights and she said she wouldn’t be so 
lonely if we got a lodger for our spare room. 
I wanted a woman but she said a man would 
be more protection. I wanted to do every- 
thing to make her contented and see what 
I get for it.” 

A remark of the wife’s, when we heard 
her side, bared her state of mind. “He’s an 
old woman,” she said of her spouse. “I 
don’t care a rap what he thinks about this 
other man. Your Honor, I ask, could any 
one blame a woman for falling in love with 
a real he man, if she was tied up to a 
rabbit of a man like this.” 

So long as human nature continues as it 
is, and so long as the sex urge continues to 
obscure other considerations there will be 
marital mismates. I have certainly no solu- 
tion to offer. 


force, 


N ONLY one way would new divorce laws 

or trial procedure tend to discourage di- 
vorce and separation. If, for example, instead 
of focusing the inquiry upon the actionable 
misdeeds of the defendant, the courts were 
to work backward and study the trivial 
dissensions which started the trouble, they 
might indirectly prevent the start of much 
marital litigation. Then the self-righteous 
victims, the martyrs of wedlock, probably 
wouldn’t be °o eager for the limelight 
because they would realize they might be 
shunted from their pedestals and disclosed 
as heroes with clay feet. 

Some day when the world puts aside the 
hypocrisies which go arm in arm with the 
traditions of wedlock, and gives due impor- 
tance to cause and effect, society will be 
ready to admit that the guiltless in wedlock 
are more often the guilty. 
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satin. 


yard less than ordinary silk. By all means, 
take a look at the new rayons. 


@or the End of a Long “Day 


Say what you will, women are gradually 
getting some of the delightful privileges that 
for centuries man alone en- 
joyed. 


UST now, we are not 
thinking of cigarettes 
and pocket lighters, but of 
pajamas. Lounging pajamas. 
Sleeping pajamas really are 
not as free and comfy as real 
nighties, nor can they ever be 
so sweetly pretty, as the 
phrase went in Grandma's 
day. But where can you find 
so much solid comfort as in 
a pair of lounging pajamas? 
If, in addition, they are 
smart, you can get a real 
mental tonic out of donning 
a pair after dinner at the 
end of a long 
hard day. 
These are 
especially recom- 
mended to col- 


Chads and Gashions 


[Continued from page 67] 


This is Patou’s girlish beret of cream 
colored monton fur and black ribbon. 


Courtesy Hyland Brothers 


Who would be chic must have at least one of these models of 
the moment, a dancing frock with a dinner coat. This is de- 
veloped in transparent black velvet, the skirt lined with green 
The coat is of green velvet ribbon with rhinestones 


Courtesy B. Altman & Co. 


lege and business girls, to save their smartly 
tailored day frocks, for what every young 


woman ought to know is that no dress, how- | 


ever good the material and however excellent 
the making, will stand up under the strain of 
lounging evenings, or busy evenings of mend- 
ing, gloves and hose washing, manicures, etc. 

The wise maiden, be she 
college girl or business girl, 
will get out of her good dress 
and into something not 
planned for public life, every 
evening that she spends at 
home. Nothing could be 
more suitable than pajamas. 

We have in mind a sweet 
girl who used to help her 
mother with the dishes every 
evening, and come to work 
next day with a grease spot 
on her good-looking office 
frock. And another girl who 
peroxided her 


dress that she had pains- 
takingly bought only about 


Well, we won't 
bore you with 
other horrible 
examples. 


IWant toSend You a 
Santa Fe Special- 
Wajch a 


In addition to our NEW LOW PRICE, I will s.nd for 
your approval one of these Standard Watches, guar- 
anteed for a lifetime of satisfactory service, not only 
by the Santa Fe Watch Company, but by the Great 
Illinois Watch Factory. So accurate, Government offi- 
cials carry them; so perfect and beautiful, jewelers say 
they are worth *s to % more than we ask for them. 
I will send you one to see WITHOUT ONE PENNY 
DOWN—allow you to wear it 30 days FREE—then 
sell it to you on easy payments. 


Why Not Own a 21-Jewel 
Santa Fe Special Watch? 


You will never miss the few cents a day that will make 
you own one of these watches. SEND FOR WATCH 
BOOK—illustrating in beautiful colors hundreds of 
designs and combinations in cases in the POCKET 
WATCH, MEN'S STRAP WATCH and LADIES’ 
WRIST WATCH. You can have your name or mono- 
gram and any emblem you may desire engraved in the 
Case to suit your own ideas. Write today for Free 
Watch Book, and make your selection at once, while 
this offer lasts. 


FREE ! A Limited Offer: With every Santa i 
Fe Special, a beautiful gold chain 
or strand of exquisite pearls. Write today. Mail 
Coupon for both Watch and Diamond Catalog. 
Santa Fe Watch Company 1 : 
Dept. B-115 Thomas Building, Topeka, Kansas | 


(House of the Great Santa Fe Railway) 


| without pain or injuries to the skin, 
| in the privacy of your own home. 


| D. J. MAHLER CO., $21-B Mahler Park, Providence, R. I. 
hair—yes, | 


honestly—in a lovely little | 


a month before. | 


Mail / Santa Fe Watch Company, 


Coupon # Dept. B-115, Thomas Building, } 
Today Topeka, Kansas. H 
/ Please send prepaid and without obliga- / 

tion your Watch Book Free, explaining your 2 


4 “No Money Down’’ Offer on the Santa Fe 
f Special watch. 


Forever removed by the Mahler 
Method which kills the hair root 


Send today 3 red stamps for Free Booklet. 
We teach Beauty Culture 


you and address for free booklet giving interesting infor- 
mation and vital facts about Advertising. Find out how we prepare you j 
at home, in your time, for the oppor ities open in this fascinati ' 
business. Pract work. No text books. Old established school. Sue- : 
oossful where. Just the plan you have siways wanted. 


Write teday. Ne obligation 
PAGE-DAVIS SCHOOL OF ADVERTISING 
Dept. 3188, 3601 Michi Ave., Chi U.S. A, 
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Belicve 


FORTUNE 
TELLING is un- 
necessary. 


NEED you know 
about your FU- 
TURE? 


NEED you know 
your 


NEED you know 
about MONEY, 
H E A T 
FRIENDS 
ENEMIES, 
LOVE, etc. 


LET ME PREDICT that you may discard 
Fortune Telling after you have learned about 
io through your psychological STARA- 


THE LATEST and best method for breaking 
away from useless worries; building up im- 
portant links in your life: and visualizing cer- 
tain tendencies in your STARASCOPE which 
is based on one of the twelve major zodiacal 
groupings. 


IF YOU ARE AFRAID of these revelations 
about your innermost hopes and desires, dis- 
card this. 
BUT IF YOU WANT to 
AVOID future mistakes, 
PLAN for better times, 
ENJOY profitable contacts and 
ACQUIRE more happiness 


FILL OUT COUPON and return to me with 
10 cents stamps or coin. I promise you real 
satisfaction in your STARASCOPE. 


KATHRINA ELLIOTT SIMON, 
A-\4, 

Bex 222, Times Sta., 
New York, N. 


Please send me my STARASCOPE as opposed t 
FORTUNE TELLING, for correct explanation of my per 
sonal tendencies I promise to retain this for my own 
use and not share with others. All correspondence ABSO 
LUTELY CONFIDENTIAL. Enclosed find 10 cents to 
cover incidental expense. 


I was Born 


Date In The 
In Month of Month 


NAME 


FULL ADDRESS 


SNAP-SHOT~ 
SIZE 16 x 20 INCH 


or smatier if desired) 
The creat price of this work 
00 but by taking advan- 
tage of is pecial 
a beautiful life. like enlarge- 
avorite picture of mother, 
fer onty 98 cents. 


NO MONEY—Just mail us the photo—any size (Full 
re, bust or group) and in about a week you wi apd 
enl guaranteed never to fade. It comes to you 
Gn arrival pay postman Sow conte 
or send one dollar with order and we pay postage. M: 
back if not You can send us your most t: 
photograph, it will be returned to you cnharmed. 


FR In order to advertise this remarkabie off. 
wi every enlargement 
miniat alone are worth or the enlarge, 
men ‘ak 
§ ALTON ART STUDIO, Dept. 19 Check Size 
5654 West Lake St., Chicago, Ml. Wanted 


8 Return enlargement and FREE Hand Painted 
§ miniature C. O. D. 98c plus postage. (If $1.00 
8 is enclosed you are to send postage paid.) ' 


Name 


in. 


8 Please enlarge artistically the enclosed photo. : 16x20 in. 
8x10 in 


Address 
g — State 


Descat solves 
the problem of 
the béret for the 
slightly older 
girl by softly 
draping this 
black velvet 
model so that a 
long tab falls 


over one ear 


Courtesy of 
Hyland Bros. 


If you can afford only one evening 
dress, this is the frock for you to choose. 
Of black and white velvet, carnation 
trimmed at the waist, it has lovely 
simplicity. A matching coat may be 


The most charming new-season accessories 
I saw this month are the new shoe buckles. 
They are delightful, fashioned in three new 
materials, enamel, wood and metal, com- 
pletely surpassing those cut-steel buckles we 
have all owned—and all gotten rusted in 
rainstorms. 

The new buckles follow the modernistic 
trend in fashion devotedly. Those developed 
in enamel come in every shade and while 
they are quite expensive I can think of no 
more lovely finishing touch to a very smart 
ensemble than a pair of these, just matching 
the color of your frock, and contrasting with 
the color of your otherwise severely plain 
pumps. 

But it is the wood and metal ones that 
have real dash. I saw one pair that were 
of silvered wood and looked exactly like 
six little cartridges in a row. The metal 
ones combine gold and silver, silver and 
black, bronze and brown, or two-tone greens 
in a most debonair manner. 

Naturally shoes so decorated are not sup- 
posed to be worn and worn relentlessly, day 
after day, with every freck. Buckled shoes 
are always formal and stressing this very 
contemporary note they should be kept to 
one costume, preferably. The crystal buckle, 


introduced late last season, seems to be go- 


purchased, also 
Courtesy of Saks & Co. 


ing to maintain its supremacy for evening 
slippers this winter. 

Further ensemble news—and there simply 
is no fashion today that is not ensemble 
fashion—is that our old standby, the pearl 
necklace, will greet society this winter de- 
veloped in pale tints of green, lavender, blue 
and beige in chokers and long and medium 
length strands. Sometimes these tinted pearls 
are combined with crystals or colored stones 
but I think the smartest strings are those 
of graduated pearls shading from pale 
through medium to the deepest tones. I 
suspect every girl knows that knotted pearls 
are cheapest in the long run—I mean where 
each pearl is separated from the other by a 
knot in the string—but I put this bit of buy- 
ing advice in here as a word to the wise. 


HERE is every chance that the very 

small muff will stage a real come-back 
this winter. Muffs will not be used for gen- 
eral wear, in our grandmother’s fashion, but 
semi-occasionally as a perky note on a very 
cold day. This, like the tied fur kerchiefs, 
is one of the uses to which you can adapt 
those good sections left from your old fur 
coat. The muff does not necessarily have to 
match the fur of the coat with which it is 
carried. Personally I think it would give a 
delightful dash to your appearance if you 
carried it with a plain, unfurred coat. But, 
please, avoid muffs if you don’t carry your- 
self erectly but with what is politely called 
the débutante slouch. 


by fi 
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Clear 244 


ONDON’S will do it quick— 

Cold in head, cough,coryza, 

nasal and dry catarrh, head- 

ache, earache, deafness, sore 

7 nose, sore lips, bad breath, rose 

cold, hay fever. Ask your doc- 

tor, nurse or dentist. At druggists 30c or 60c 
in tubes. Thirty-five years doing good. 


FR E 20 treatment tin, 


Write for yours now. 


KONDON, MINN. 


eme!!-paymen 
ation whatever. Sti 


WRINKLES GO/ 
Why Look 


fate es , blemishes, black - 
go ys with Ruga treat- 
. To whet te. it can do we'll send you— 
THREE $5.00 SKIN and FREE 
WRINKLE Treatments 
That would be our charge were we to give them 
partes io massages! No nful electric treat- 
Accept o our offer and have a clear, white blemish: Gav's 
free skin. 


Send No Money Y postman 


lus ~< cents postage. If after third treatment 
return balance and we'll refundmoney. 


FORM DEVELOPED 


E_ that gives 
DE Vv LOPMENT i 
exercises, pumps or ot 
send a GUAR- 
ANTE LAR 


FREE 


14- DAY 
If you send a DIME toward expenses. 


TREATMENT 

(A Large Aluminum Box of my Won- 

der Cream included.) Plain wrapper. 
18S IT WORTH 1c TO YOU? If not, your dime back 
by first mail. Address now, with ten cents only. 


Madame C. C. Williams, Buffalo, N. Y. 


Stop Itching Skin 


Antiseptic Zemo quickly relieves irritated 
itching skin and if used regularly will clear 
away Pimples, Rashes, Dandruff and other 
annoying skin troubles. 35c, 60c, $1.00. 


zemo 


FOR SKIN IRRITATIONS 


Solid Gold Rings 
FD 


dealers’ profit 
member diamonds set in solid 1 
gold rings at only Bo money. State ring 


| 


| 


| 
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Be Yourself 


[Continued from page 81] 


Joan had crossed the bridge, and was strid- | 
ing toward the house. I gaped after her, | 
quite entranced. | 

“She said she didn’t have any hankering | 
to meet any fortune-hunting English noble- | 
men.’ 

“Eh ?” 

“That’s what. She said lords and dukes 
are all out hunting for heiresses.” 

I protested, “Oh, that’s putting it on 
rather thick, you know.” 

“Of course it is. Joan’s like that. Thinks | 
she’s hard-boiled, but if. you ask me, she 
needs a guardian.” 

Miss Joan intrigued me. It had been my | 
experience that American girls are inclined 
to put themselves in the way of meeting 
persons of the nobility. It was novel to 
find one who preferred to—well, beat it for 
the links. 

“Your sister,” I said, “aside from her— 
ah—antipathy for English lords—rather 
jolly girl, what?” 

“Oh, she'll do. We're good pals as a 
rule, Joan and I. But it does get me sore 
having her insulting a guest.” 

“Oh, I say, Miss Dottie! 
Rather strong word, what ?” 

“Well, it was insulting, running away like 
| that when she knew you were coming, Any- 
way, I don’t see why you're defending her.” | 

“Oh, as for that, running away isn’t a 
crime.” 

“It’s almost time for dinner,” Dottie said 
and started toward the house. 

“T suppose I'll meet your sister at din- 


Insulting. 


| ner? 


| 


dress 
| Healthy tan blended superbly with her light 


|mine in a way that seemed to emphasize 
| the fact that I had held it overlong. 


| 


| dinner 


a a be surprised. If you want 

Mey say, Miss Dottie, why are you angry 
with me?” 

“Angry with you!” She laughed. “Tm | 
angry with you. I’m just—” She) 
| broke off. “Oh, there’s Clarence! You'll 
| excuse me is 

I bowed, and she ran to rejoin Clar- 
ence, leaving me to ponder upon the futility 
| of hoping to understand women. 


S I entered the house, Miss Joan was 
just descending the stairs in evening 

She was charming, with a distinct type 
| of out-of-doors beauty and athletic freshness. 


| brown, boyish-bobbed hair and her big, 
rather humorous eyes. 

She did not smile when I was presented 
to her. But she did extend her hand and 
murmur, “I am glad to see you, Lord 
Cocomber.” 

A polite fib, I thought. 
me when she drew her hand away 


It. embarrassed 
from 


For 
the first time in my life I was reduced to 
stammering. I felt like a blithering, gibber- 
ing monkey in her presence. 

I fancied a look of distaste in her eyes as 
she turned away. At best it might have 
been a look of indifference. But distaste or 
indifference were alike; either made me feel 
miserable and cold. 

Dinner was a bore. I was too em- 


| increased, 
| $112.50 each pay 


A 
STEADY 


GOVERNMENT 
JOB 


$1260 to $3400 


A YEAR 


PICK YOUR JOB 


RAILWAY POSTAL CLERK 
Railway Postal Clerks get $1900 the first year, 
being paid on the first and fifteenth of each 
month. $78.00 each pay day. Their pay is quickly 
the Yap being $2,700 a year. 
ay 


TRAVEL FOR “UNCLE SAM” 


Railway Postal Clerks, like all Government 
employees, have a yearly vacation of 15 work- 
ing days (about 18 days). They travel on a 
ass when on business and see the country. 

‘hen away from home they get extra allowance 
for hotel. 


CITY MAIL CARRIERS, POST OFFICE CLERKS 

Clerks and carriers now commence at $1,700 a 
year and automatically increase $100 a year to 
$2,100 and $2,300. They also have 15 y Bs aid 
vacation. Examinations are frequently held i 
the larger cities. City residence is unnecessary. 


GOVERNMENT CLERK 
Open to men and women {8 or ever) 
Salary $1, ose to $2,100 a year. Pleasant clerical work 
in the various government departments at Washington, 
D. C., and other cities throughout the country. 


GET FREE LIST OF POSITIONS 
Fill out the following coupon. Tear it off and mail it 
today—-now, at once 
DO IT NOW—This investment of two cents for a post- 
age stamp may result in your getting a Government Job. 


FRANKLIN 
Dept. H313, ROCHESTER, N. 

ush to 4. free of charge a full description 4 
the position — below: (2) Sample coac (3 
Free Copy of 32-page book, “‘How to Get a U. 8. Govern 
ment Job’’; (4) A “Fist of the v. 8. Government Jobs now 
obtainable: 


Let me show you how to 
make big money right from the start. I've 
repared a FREE book explaining all details. 
. You can 


arcer it's yeare 

ahead of ordinary to more batteries. I 
explain everything—#tart you in a business of your own o 

wy to big money Write for E BOO 


barrassed to make much progress as a con- 
versationalist. Miss Joan, seated next to 
me, carried on a lively chatter with Julius 
Royce, on the other side of her, and when | 
was over, she walked with him 
toward the garden. 

I had hoped to walk in the garden my- 
self with Miss Joan. It seemed a fitting 


- | place to walk when one’s falling in love. 


I wondered, in some agony, if Joan were in 
love with Julius. 


Makes 3 carbon 
copies at one time 
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YOURE NEXT 


Now Watch YOUR 
Muscles GROM/ 


| 


30 DAYS LATER 
Here's a real man! Just | 
jook at the way those 

in 


BEFORE: 

This man tooks pretty 
hopeless, doesn't he? He ' 
was se run down he cou'd muscles have develo 
searcely drag himself te 
the office. here was no 
strength, ne energy in 
that puny, sickly bedy. 


OU see what I did for this man! Changed 
him almost overnight from a puny, sickly, 


Do YOU want MUSCLES? } 
Mail the coupen. | 


physical wreck into a magnificent, big- 
muscled, powerful, MAN! I’ve done that for 
thousands. Let me do it for YOU. I don’t care 


what your present condition may be. Or 
whether you're 20 or 50. 
In 30 Days I'll Increase Your 
Muscles by INCHES 
Yes sir, that’s all I want—30 days—and just a | 
few minutes a day! Watch your muscles 
GROW! I'll broaden your shoulders, fill out 
your chest, cover your body with big, brawny 
layers of LIVE muscle. Man, you'll get the 
thrill of a life-time! 
Amazing New Book 
e “Miracles in Muscle” 
Tear off that coupon! Mail it today! It brings you 
FREE the greatest physical culture book you've ever seen 
filled with astounding photographs of men rebuilt-—— 
packed with Titus’s own exclusive secrets of making 
muscles GROW. Don’t miss it! 
The One TITUS 105 E. 13th St. 
_and Only New York, N.Y. |* 
===: 


| 
| 
| 
| 


TiTUs, Dept. S-132, 
105 E. 13th St., New York City. 


Dear Titws Send along your big new book, ‘“Miracles | 
in Musele FREE | 
Name . ° | 

Address 
Town . State 


Make Your 


Vest Pock j 
Brin ng You — | 


week. | 


ARRY thie amazing new } 
adding machine in your vest . 
pocket. Make $3.00 an hour | 
showing it to storekeepers, bookkeepe feasional men and 
others. Agents cleaning up with tis io fast seller, Everyone who | 
does any kind of figuring needs it an! will bay on sight. | 


Complete Adding Machine Only $2.95 


VE-PO-AD duplicates work of large adding machines. Sells for only | 
$2.96. Adds, subtracts, multiplies-in @ 

jiffy. Always accurate—ne er gets out of 

order. Over in use. You 


100 ,, profit on ery sale. Man! If you | 
ever had « canes to CLEAN UP BIG 
MONEY —here it is! 


Sample Ve-Po-Ad FREE 

Yoa don’t need experience. Shapiro 

$175 hie first week. Others make $50 to $100 

You can sell as many as 8 
-Pe-Ads 00 


fer full details o e 
and my MONEY-MAKING PLAN. De it 
Cc. M. CLEARY 
184 W. Washington St., Dept. 518, Chicago, Ill. 


orrorn FAT 
Free Trial Treatment 


sent on west. Ask for my “‘pay-when- 
reduced”’ offer. I have successfully reduced 
thousands of persons, without starvation diet 
or burdensome exercise, often at a rapid rate. 
Let me send you proof at my expense. 
DR. R. NEWMAN, Licensed 1 Physician 
State of N. ¥.286 Fifth Av., N. kM 


BIGCEST BARCAIN SALE 
Shape 


erquisite 
our spect 
white go! aan ladies’ wnat watc 
ar, equare, tonneag, oval--all same price. 
movement, tested and ad accura 
Two years ‘written guarantee. Send po money 


Se 


| good graces. 
}exclaiming, “Oh, Your Lordship! 
| been looking all over for you. 


| Pickles ?” 


slipped out into the garden alone. I 
strolled about until I came again to the 
shore of the little lake. And suddenly I 
was arrested by the sound of a voice, just 
beyond a clump of thick bushes at my left. 
It was Joan’s voice, rouguish, half mirth- 
ful; she seemed to be carrying on an argu- 
ment with Royce. 

I detest eavesdroppers so I wandered on, 
but I had a queer feeling that the two were 


| discussing me. 


HEN I went back to the house I dis- 
covered that I was again in Dottie’s 
She made a dive for my side, 
We've 
Haven't we, 
Clarence ?” 

Clarence agreed with an air of one reluc- 
tantly telling a lie. “Where have you been, 


| Pickles?” he asked. 


The word “Pickles” made me jerk. 

“Oh, is that what your friends call you— 

Dottie cried, clapping her hands. 
“Ah—yes. That is—ah—yes. Quite.” I 

stammered. I wished that I had Clarence 


| to myself in a nice dark, quiet corner some- 


where. 

“What a thrilling nickname!” Dottie ex- 
claimed. “You Englishmen all have such 
| thrilling nicknames.” 

“Pickles and I are old buddies, aren't we, 
Pickles?” Clarence remarked. 

“Ah—yes. Buddies.” I longed to squeeze 
the blighter’s nose. 

“Oh, how thrilling!” Dottie cried. Every- 
thing, it seemed, was thrilling to Dottie. 
‘Oh, there’s Joan and Mr. Royce.” She 
went to the door to greet them, as if they 
had only now arrived. 

“Don’t call me Pickles!” I hissed in Van 


| Pick’s ear. 


“Why ?” he asked. 

“I don’t like it.” 

He laid his hand on my arm. 
didn’t mean to make you sore.’ 

Joan and Julius sauntered over, and I 
was surprised when she gave me a friendly 


“Aw, I 


| smile. 


“My Lord,” she said, “every one of us is 
just dying to hear about your ancestral 
estate in England.” 


“Oh, I say I remarked by way of 
modest protest. Joan looked at Julius and 
laughed. He frowned, and whispered some- 


thing to her. She made a face at him. 
Colonel Gore came in, and Joan told him 
that I was about to spin a yarn about my 
castles and things. Dottie went off in a 
flutter to find her mother. 

Julius found occasion to whisper: “Watch 
your step, boy! I tried to head her off, 
but 

He made me nervous. Once again I 
found myself wondering what my hosts 
might expect of an English lord. And as I 
floundered the helpful American admoni- 
tion, “Be yourself!” again came to my 
rescue. 

The nervousness slipped away as I told 
them of my home. With some drama, I 
related its history and traditions, described 
it as a place of beauty no richer, perhaps, 
than it deserved. I love Cocomber Heath, 
and in my enthusiasm I grew eloquent. As 
I talked, the mockery in Joan’s eyes was 
supplanted by something like admiration, 
while Julius’s countenance assumed an ex- 
pression of wonder. 

When I had finished, even Dottie was 
rather tardy in bringing out her inevitable, 
“Oh! Isn't that thrilling!” 

Conversation centered about estates for a 
time, and Colonel Gore related a few 
statistics regarding cost and labor involved 
in creating Montegore. 

Julius linked his arm with mine and 
steered me out on the terrace. 

“Newspapers,” he said, “sometimes are 
misinformed. Am I right?” 

1 had no idea what he meant, unless he 


leg. I said so. He 


was pulling my 
shrugged. 

“Congratulations,” he said, “on the way 
you described Cocomber Heath. Evidently 
you have been there.” 

“Er—Yes. I have.” 

All the time his sharp glance was jabbing 
at me, and although his face was gravely 
expressionless, I had an uncomfortable feel- 
ing that he was laughing at my expense. 

A light step sounded behind us. We 
turned and faced Miss Joan. 

“Run along and play, Writing Person,” 
she commanded. “I want to talk with his 
lordship.” 

“Right-o!” Julius said cheerfully and 
turned into the house. 

After a few minutes of silence Joan re- 
marked, “You should be a writer of fiction, 
big boy.” 

“Eh 

“You've a wonderful imagination. Your 
description of Cocomber Heath was per- 
fect. I actually found myself almost be- 
lieving there really was such a place.” 

“Really! I’m afraid I don’t understand, 
you know!” 

She laughed. 

“You know you don’t have to pretend 
with me. Julius has unburdened his bosom 
of the whole deep, dark plot.” 

“Oh! My word!” 

“Honestly, I’m glad you're not a lord. 
One of my best friends married one of the 
things and they're dull as dishwater.” 

Before I had ceased making queer sounds 
in my throat, Joan proceeded: 

“You know, I’m going to have oodles of 
fun out of you!” 
“Oh, I say! 

that!” 

“Don’t gamble on it, big boy! I’m going 
to have a regular German picnic watching 
you squirm. You see, I've got a plot of 
my own, Mr.—by the way, what is your 
name? Your real name, I mean.” 

“James Roderick,” I answered truthfully. 

“Good enough. It’s best to be frank, isn’t 
it? I detest liars, any way.” 

If I could have thought of fitting words, I 
couldn’t have uttered them 

“All right then, Jimmie Roderick, watch 
your step. From now on I'm going to pull 
every stunt I can think up to make you 
give yourself away!” 

I had an impulse to blurt out that I 
really was Lord Cocomber. But I recalled 
Dottie’s naive information that Joan dis- 
liked noblemen so I held my tongue. 

“Remember,” Joan said, “it’s to be war!” 

I found my voice. “Friendly war, I 
hope. What!” 

She laughed outright. I had some hope 
that she was beginning to like me. 

“Now that we understand each other,” 
she said, “we might as well go in. But 
watch your step, Pickles!” 

To hear Clarence calling me “Pickles” was 
one thing. To hear Miss Joan calling me 
“Pickles” was quite another. Such an in- 
timate sort of name when Joan used it. 
“Pickles” really can have a very musical 
sound. 

Anyway, we went in. 


You're guyin’ me. 


ATER in the evening, without any appar- 

ent reason, Royce cornered me and took 
from his pocket a little slip of paper, which 
he handed to me. It was a clipping from 
a newspaper, reporting, erroneously, of 
course, the return to England of Lord 
Cocomber. Since I had read it before, I 
returned it promptly. His eyes jabbed at 
me for an instant, and he sauntered off. 
I couldn’t understand the man but then I 
have heard that writers sometimes are a 
little balmy. 

Joan favored me with much attention in 
the days that followed. Every afternoon 
we paired off at golf or paddled a canoe on 
the lake. In the morning we rode horse- 
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back or went speeding over the highways in 
Joan’s light blue roadster. But whenever 
I raised my hopes that she was beginning to 
like me, she brought me up short with some 
remark which indicated that I was an 
enemy and needed watching. 

Once, however, she suddenly drove the 
car into a shady spot at the side of the 
road. 

“You know, Pickles, I’m really glad you 
did turn out to be a fake.” 

I batted my eyes. 

“Think of the fun I’d be missing if you 
were a stupid old Britisher with nothing to 
recommend you but a handle on your 


“Who said I liked you?” 
I wilted as she started the car again. 


Y SLEEP was irregular, from thinking 

about Joan, and the tangle into which 
I was getting myself. If she learned that I 
was a nobleman, after all, she would lose 
all interest in me. And yet, when she 
learned that I had been permitting her to 
believe a lie, her interest would turn to dis- 
gust. “I detest a liar,” she had said. It 
was all very confusing. 

On the links one afternoon, she paused 
in the act of making a drive, and turned 
to me. 

“Pickles, you’re not such a bad egg, after 
all. You do shoot a good game of golf.” 

Praise of my golf always warms me. I 
grew suddenly bold. 

“Would you like me as well,” I asked, “if 
I were a British nobleman?” 

She looked at me and mocked. 

“Oh, be yourself, Pickles!” 

I was afraid to go further. 

As we strolled toward the house later, 
Clarence called out to me, “Oh, Pickles!” 

Excusing myself to Joan, I walked over to 
him. 

“Don’t call me Pickles!” I muttered. 

“T forgot,” he said. “But Joan calls you 
that.” 

“We don’t need to discuss the question, 
you know. What do you want with me?” 

He seemed rather apologetic. 

“You—you’re kind of shining up to Joan. 
And I—that is I just wanted to tell you 
you'd better lay off!” 

“Thoughtful of you, my dear fellow,” I 
said. “And why do you want to tell me to 
lay off? What!” 

“Well, you see, Joan’s going to be my 
sister-in-law. And I won't stand—that is 
I don’t like the idea of her getting mixed 
up with a—with some one who claims to 
be what he isn’t.” 

I advised him to mind his own business, 
and stalked off. On a sudden impulse I 
turned back and thrust into Van Pick’s 
hands the money which he had given me. 
The entire thousand dollars was there. As 
I moved away, he gaped after me. 


ARDLY had I got away from Clarence 

when Julius stopped me at the terrace. 
I had avoided him whenever I could; his 
cryptic remarks were too disconcerting. 

“How’s things?” Julius inquired. 

“Toppin’, old fruit,” I replied. 

“Funny situation here,” he said. “The 
colonel’s kéen about you because he thinks 
you're a nobleman; Joan falls for you be- 
cause she thinks you’re a fake.” 

I did not fancy the subject, but I could 
think of no way to change it. 

“I’ve been wondering what she’d do if 
oe discovered you really are Lord Cocom- 

r.” 

My eyes blinked. 

“I say! How did you know that?” 

“Hah! I’ve known it ever since the night 
you talked about Cocomber Heath. I’ve 
been there.” 

I could say nothing. 


“Anybody with half an eye could see it.! 
Your , actions all along showed who you, 
were.’ 

“I say, my dear fellow. You're not going | 
to tell her? What!” 

He looked thoughtful. 

“She’d see it herself, if she hadn’t gone 
batty over you. I don’t know. I may tell 
her.” 

Again I had that uneasy sense that he 
was laughing but his countenance was quite 
sober. He stalked off but all evening I 
was on nettles whenever he went near Joan. 

The next morning I set off with Joan for 
a canter across the country. 

“Well, Pickles,” she said, “I think your | 
goose will be hash before another day has | 
passed.” 

“The long expected offensive has started,” 
I guessed. “What!” | 

“It has. We're to have guests from_ 
Chicago over the week-end.” | 

“Int’restin’. Who are they?” 

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” 

“I’m dyin’ to,” I admitted. 

“You'd be surprised!” she said. 

She chuckled to herself from time to time | 
and I wondered what was up. As we drew | 
near the house, however, she grew quiet and 
rather pensive. She looked at me as if 
about to speak, but turned away, silent. 
She was frowning thoughtfully when she 
went into the house a few moments later. 
I was puzzled by her unusual actions. 


I WAS not alone with Joan again until late 

the evening. I had caught her 
glance several times during the afternoon, 
and she had lowered her eyes, looking wor- 
ried. Clarence was watching her and me 
and I surmised that Clarence had some- 
thing on his mind. 

Joan and I walked together in the garden. 
She was silent and it seemed to me a little 
confused. Not at all her usual carefree self. 

“Jimmie, I wish you’d go away for a day | 
or two,” she finally said, in a low tone. 

“Do you waut me to go, really ?” 

“Yes. Some one’s coming who might—” 

“Might what?” 

“Might know Lord Cocomber, 
one.” 

“Oh! 
know.” 

She breathed a little heavily. “You've 
been such a brick. I never could forgive 
myself if——” 

I waited a moment. “If what?” 

“Oh, if you got into trouble. Dad would 
be furious; he might have you put in jail!” 

Something impelled me to put my hands 
upon her shoulders. 

“I say, why are you so worried about | 
me?” 

She swallowed, and looked away. 

“Is it because you-——” 

I could not frame the words that were in 
my mind. But Joan leaned toward me ever 
so slightly, and in some inexplicable man- 
ner I was kissing her. 

“IT love you!” I whispered and she clung 
to -me. 

After a moment she freed herself. 

“Please. Please go away!” she murmured. 

I shook my head. 

“Jimmie, you must.” 

“But I can’t, you know. 
away from you, dear.” 

“Ii—if I go—with you!” she said then, 
with a sudden breathless look. “We could 
be married—tonight !” 

I was tempted. 

“No,” I said at length. 
despise me—for runnin’ away.” 

A servant spoke at my elbow: “Beg par- 
don, your lordship. Colonel Gore is asking 
for your lordship and Miss Joan.” 

Joan gasped. “Don’t go!” 

“Come,” I said. I conducted her into the 
house. 

Colonel Gore was looking very stern when 
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| remark from Clarence. 


we arrived inside. His wife was patently 
scared at something. Dottie looked un- 
happy. Clarence, his arms folded, glared 
at me with a righteous scowl. 

“Mr. Van Pick has made serious charges 
against you,” Colonel Gore declared heavily. 

I turned to look at Clarence. He 
fidgeted, and dropped his gaze. 

“Mr. Van Pick informs me that you are 
not Lord Cocomber!” 

“Mr. Van Pick,” I said, “is mistaken.” 


OAN gasped and drew a little away from 
me. Van Pick saepped forward belliger- 
ently. 

“He’s no more Lord Cocomber than I 
am! We hired him, Royce and I, to come 
down here and pose as——” 

“Nevertheless,” I insisted, 
Cocomber.” 

Joan cried, “Oh, I hate you! 
forgive you anything but that!” 

J turned to her. 

“Could you forgive me for being a noble- 
man? What!” 

“Even that, if you were! 
how I despise a liar!” 

“Wait!” I cried. 


“IT am Lord 
I could 


But you know 
“Mr. Royce knows 


“Call Royce,” snapped Colonel Gore and 
Clarence went to find the writer. 

“Mr. Royce,” the colonel demanded as 
Julius came in, “I want the truth from 
you. 

Royce bowed, with his usual sardonic smile. 

“Who is this gentleman?” 

I smiled at Royce. Here, at least— 

“Well, if you want the truth,” Royce said, 
“he’s a bird we picked up in Chicago and 
hired to come down here and pose as Lord 


| Cocomber.” 


“Dash it all! I tell you I am Lord 
Cocomber!” I cried in desperation. 

“Aw,” muttered Clarence, “be yourself.” 

“Dash it! I’m trying to be myself. You 
won't let me, you know!” 

“He’s awfully sincere about it,” Dottie re- 
marked with wide open eyes. 

“If you ask me, I think he’s crazy.” This 
“I think he really 
believes he is Lord Cocomber.” 

“Young man,” said the colonel sternly, 
“such an imposition as this is very despic- 
able. I really ought to have you thrown in 
jail. However, the next train for Chicago 
leaves in two hours. I'll have the car ready 
for you in thirty minutes.” 

With a dragging step, I went up the 
stairs. As I packed my grips, I heard a 
motor-car stop on the drive, and a commo- 
tion at the door. The guests from Chicago, 


| I thought, disinterestedly. 


Wishing there were another way out, I 
slunk down the stairs. No one below paid 
the least heed to me. 

Then I saw one of the colonel’s guests. 
My old friend, Sir Eric Goodenough! 
Eagerly I hurried down the stairs. 

“Eric! Dear old onion! You're just in 
time, you know!” 

His face lighted up. 

“I say! This is a surprise. I didn’t know 
you were down here, Jimmie!” 

Colonel Gore’s jaw dropped. The whole 
group looked on amazed. As Sir Eric wrung 
my hand, the colonel said huskily, “You— 
you know this—this fellow, Sir Eric?” 

“Know him! Well rather. We went all 
through the war together, Jimmie and I!” 

“Then he’s——” 

“What! You don’t know him? My 
word!” cried Sir Eric. “I say, let me pre- 
sent James Roderick, Lord Cocomber, of 
Cocomber Heath.” 

“T’'ll be damned!” 

I thought that the colonel was going to 
have a stroke but he revived after a mo- 
ment, and roared, “Where’s Van Pick?” 

We all looked around for Clarence. But 
neither he nor Dottie were to be seen. 

“T just saw Clarence and Dottie lighting 
out in her car,” Julius drawled. “I think 


they’re eloping.” 
I LOOKED around for Joan but she also 
had disappeared. Julius over 
and murmured in my ear, “Be yourself, 
Pickles! She just slipped out in the gar- 
den.” 
I hurried out but it was some little time 
before I found Joan, on a rustic bench near 


the lake. She tried to escape, but I—well, 
it’s no one’s business what I said to her. It 
sufficed. 


A half hour later we heard a stealthy 
stirring of feet behind us and there were 
Dottie and Clarence, hand in hand. 

“Isn’t it thrilling!” Dottie exclaimed. 
“We're married. We woke up old Reverend 
Ames, down the road there, and he mar- 
ried us! 

“Mr Royce told us you really are Lord 
Cocomber! Isn’t it thrilling! And he said 
we'd better elope before Dad made mince- 
meat out of poor Clarence!” She paused 
for a deep breath. “And Clarence wants to 
apologize.” 

“I—I—Your Lordship—” he stammered. 
I was standing very close to Joan, and I 
was very happy. I smiled at her, and turned 
to Clarence. 

“Be yourself, Clarence, old bean,” I said. 
“Call me ‘Pickles’, as all my friends do. 
What!” 


The Girl of Today 


[Continued from page 25] 


seemed to challenge the whole of civilization. 
But so much good and so little bad resulted 
that now Germany is getting used to it, like 
the rest of Europe. For it is not only in 
England and Germany that we find this 
comradeship, this coming together of youth. 
We find it in France, and to a less degree in 
the other Latin countries. Everywhere girls 
are taking to hard work and to hard sport. 
They are, in effect, stronger not only in 
endurance but in muscle than the male 
youth of their age. 

Yes, the girl today is a wonderful creature 
with her freedom and her power. I some- 
times feel, however, that her newly found 
strength, the physical disparity between her 
and the boy, has its serious side. 

Suppose, for instance, we should be faced 
with the awful tragedy of another European 
war? In my opinion nothing would hold 
her back from the fighting forces. Remem- 
ber, the girl today is harder, fitter, more 


self-reliant than the boy. You simply can- 
not tire her and her nerves remain un- 
bustled. I do not think you would get her 
to sit at home while her comrades were 
being mowed down in the trenches, and 
war work in the sense of munition making 
etc., at home, would not content her. What 
will they do, all these splendid girls? They 
will make the government take them as air 
pilots, machine gunners; they will force 
themselves into the firing line through sheer 
wegiht of will-power and physical perfection. 


IS is one of the reasons why I feel that 

at al costs any possibility of another war 
should be averted. That is why I feel that 
the girl of today all over the world must 
set her face against any such horrible catas- 
trophe. For if there be a war woman will 
fight in it. Already the only bar is her sex. 
Woman is becoming skilled in aviation, in 
engineering; she can do hard jobs as effi- 
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ciently as a man and her nerves are more 
steady. She will be able to face the physical 
dangers and discomforts, the mental horrors 
of war with the same or, indeed, more 
resource than man. This seems to me very 
terrible. The idea that the time may arrive 
when woman should think that it is more 
important to destroy life than to give it, 
suggests awful consequences. It would al- 
most mean the appearance of a third sex. 

Youth today has the power to stop war. 
This is one of the things I look to youth to 
do, one of the things which the girl must 
realize and on which she must set her will 
and fix her thoughts. Youth must see to 
it that we do not have another war. 


I HAVE said I very much admire youth 


faults and dangers. The chief fault, I think, 
is selfishness, the utter disregard of other | 
people in relation to themselves. They must 
live their own lives and nobody is to stop 
them. They will not tolerate even the 
shadow of resistance. This comes very 


today. Ido. But we must admit there are | 


| 


much into the material things of life. If) 
there is a car it is the young people who | 


must have it; the family aren’t even asked! 
It is taken for granted that they simply 


don’t exist so far as it is concerned. Also | 


I think youth is a little hard, a little too 
prone to discount other people’s emotions. 


But after all I suppose that it is the in- | 


evitable reaction against the mid-Victorian 


sentimentalism which lasted right up till | 
after the war. I am glad it is gone. The 


chief danger that youth has to face is the 
spread of the pagan spirit, which makes 
many of them indifferent to dogmatic religion 
and indeed to any kind of spiritual guidance 
and authority. 

I think the girl of today is more charming, 
more pretty and better dressed than at any 
other period. In spite of everything the 
papers say I do not believe that those ter- 
rible long skirts will ever come back or 
that girls will ever again fetter their bodies 
with steel and whalebone. That is one 
reason why she has grown so much stronger 


than the boy. She has dispensed with all | 


the unnecessary garments that used to weigh 


her down. The boy, however, remains con- | 


servative and, like the rest of us, wears too 


uch. 
After all, clothes are the outward and 


| 
| 
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visible signs of an inward belief, and the | 


girl of today has dispensed with everything 
cumbrous and unnecessary, so that she can 
move freely, swiftly, strongly. And, as her 


limbs move in freedom so her soul moves | 


in freedom also. 
She has dispensed with swaddling clothes. 


cApplause! 


Go the Editor of SMART SET: 
I wish to compliment Adela “Rogers St. | 


Johns on her article “What Every Woman | 


Wants to Know,” which appeared in the | 
September issue of the SMART SET. 


cAlthough I am one of the opposite sex, | 


I heartily agree with her and think it would 
be fine if every woman could read her article 
and take her advice. 


I also wish to compliment Cornell TWool- | 


rich on his article, “Girls, We're Wise to | 


You,” which appeared in the same issue. 
Be is exactly right and, Why, oh, why| 
don’t you girls take the hint and be real girls | 
instead of trying to be boys? 


cA. CMILLER, Billings, Okla. 
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(NO ONEY DOWN) for your free examination 


National 
LOFTIS BROS. & CO. 


in Leading Citice— 


Solid 14-k white gold, 15 
Jewels, racelet 
to match. _ $3.50 down 


Amazi ane New GLASS CLEANER 
Offers a Day Profit! 


Here’s a new money-making marvel—Jiffy Glass Cleaner. I'll prove 
you can make $50 to $100 a week just helping me handle orders for Jiffy in your 
community. Jiffy cleans windows, mirrors, show cases, windshields, etc., in a few 
seconds without soap or water. A boon to housewives, storekeepers, auto owners, etc, 
Big demand from homes, stores, offices, garages, etc. A sensation everywhere. Agents 
coining money. Vaughn made $125. a week. Mrs. Hodges clears $18 to $20 every 
day. No capital or training needed. I furnish everything. Full particulars free. Don’t 
pass up this gold mine. It means money. You risk nothing. Keep present job and 
try in spare time. Write for Special Profit- -Sharing bg 
JIFFY GLASS CLEANER €O., 722 M 


00 BE A JAZZ MUSIC MASTER 
VS PLAY PIANOBYEAR 


ti, oO. 


which you mas 

At Home in Your Spare Time 
Send for FREE BOOK. Learn 
many styles of bass and syncopa- 
tion-trick endings. 6c in stamps 
brings interesting CHART also. 


You can have « genuine L. C. Smith (the world’s only ball bear- 
ing typewriter) for $1 down. Lowest price ever offered! Easiest 
ing attachments. Re-newed. GUAR- 


t 
ANTEED FOR 5 YEARS. $1 down and we ship. No delay. N 
red tape. 10 day Free "Toole, Niagara School of Music 
Waterproof Cover if you act now. W; down offer and Bf | Dept. 298 Niagara Falls, N. Y. 
free manual. SMITH TYPEWRITER SALES 


' this Free Book 


Win a Nash ‘Sedna 


Or $2,750.00 in Cash 


Someone who answers this ad will receive, absolutely free, a 
fully equipped 7-Passenger, Advanced Six Nash Sedan, or ite 
full value in cash ($2,000.00). We are also giving away a 
Dodge Sedan, a Brunswick Phonograph and many other val- 
uable prizes—besides Hundreds of lars in Cash. This offer 
anyone living Chicago. 


498-360 E. Grand Ave. » 


The 
Ad 


in the U. 8. A. outside of 


There are 7 cars in the circle. By drawing 3 straight lines 
you can put each one in a space by itself. It may mean 
winning a prize if you ans me your answer right away. 


$750.00 Extra for 


In addition to the many valuable prizes and Hi 
Dollars in Cash, we are also iving a Special a of 
$750.00 in Cash for Promptness, 
ceive $2,750.00 in cash, or the Nash Sedan and $750.00 in 
cash, In case of ties duplicate prizes will be Lg each 


Send one tying. Solve the puzzle right away and me your 
answer together with your name and address plainly written. 
$4,500.00 in REWARDED. 


John T. Adams, Mor., Dept. 3888,323 S, Peoria St., Chicago, #1. 
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Even if you can’t read a note of music right now, 
you play a simple melody on the very day you get 
your Deagan Xylorimba. Free, easy lessons show 
you how. Soon you are amazing friends and relatives. 
hen a new life pega tens. happy evenings of joy; parties; 


popularity; radio engagements—and the same chance to 
make $5 to $25 a hem as Ralph Smith, (ner Played 
20 minutes at J received $20." Or the Hallmann 
family, Reading, Pa. Made $300 in 5 weeks, spare time.’” 


FIVE DAYS’ FREE TRIAL—Our big FREE book 


tells Cs about this fascinating instrument—the 5-day free 
trial offer—the free lessons—the eas: ayment lan. Send 
in the coupon today—the booklet w promptly 


without cost or obligation. 


MAIL COUPON TODAY: 


J. C. Deagan, Inc., Dept. 1643, 1770 Berteaa Ave., Chicago 
Send me, without ‘obligation, full details of Free Trial offer 
and easy-payment plan on the Deagan Xylorimba. 


Wrist Watch-Soelid white) 

gold Fuur gen. diamonds~ 

blue sapphires 15 movement. 

$38.75. $3 77 monthly 

2 18kt.white one desixn 

blue white ds ame $37.50 

$3.65 monthiy 

3 ae white wold-Seven diamond 
el ur sapphires 

$37. So. $5.65 monthly, 

4 Gents 14 kt. pase rin gue) 

biue white diamon $47.50 

$4.65 monthiy 

S Gents Strap Watch. Jeweied] 

- radium hands and dia! 

$1.05 monthly. 


I'l) pay you $30 a day to show my marvelous line of rain-proof 
Fits-U Caps to men. More for active workers. With my iiberail 
ion of $1.00 om every sale—it's a cinch to clean up $5.00 or 
in spare time alone. “In two hours,” writes one 
I made $15.70. t's the rainproof and made-to- 

at gets ers 80 quiick yo et process, 


commiss 
more an hour 


niaproof! Rain has no effect on 
$1.00 hes you! EVERY CAP MADE TO 
Two other fast-selling numbers: pretty 
ovette’’ and cap, tie and muffler match 


Don't Wait—Act Now 
TV send elaborate selling outfit to you vaye. Get 
at send name and address. 
Postal will do. Hurry! Write today 
FITS-U CAP CO. 
Dept. A-220, Cincinnati, Ohio 


BASHFUL 


Shame on you!" Are you nervous, embarrassed 
npany of the other sex? Stop being shy of 
angers, Conquer the terrible fear of your su- 


Be cheerful and scoaticenst your future! 
wer so you en to iy fullest. 


periors 
Your ea 


Richard Blackstone, B 3811, “Flatiron Bldg., New York 


| fear, sir. 


A Marriage for Convenience 


[Continued from page 31] 


it and mail it to me. I'll have to be on 
my way.” 

The older man put a forceful hand under 
|his son's elbow and with amazing strength 
steered him from the room. The chauffeur, 
| Pierre, assisted gingerly from the other side. 
| Cam was left alone in the room with more 
actual money than she had ever seen before 
in her life. The other girls helped her pick 


}it up. 

| “Ain't it wonderful to be married!” 
| declared Jane Murray. “Gosh! Your father- 
|in-law certainly does think an awful lot 
you.” 


OW about this matter of the collar 
button,” Sam Sherman cross-examined, 
|“just exactly where did you get it?” 
| Carter was putting away some clothes that 
he had been pressing. “Why, sir, in a manner 
| of speaking, I sort of found it.” 

“Mr Underholt was looking for it at the 
same time, wasn’t he?” 

“Yes, sir. But I found it first and I 
figured that maybe if he kept on looking 
he might find another for himself.” 

Sam preserved his severity. “Just what 
was your occupation, Carter, before I hired 
you last week?” 

“My profession is that of valet, sir.” 

“I know you told me that. But when 
did you leave your last place as valet?” 

“Three years ago.” 

“And in the meantime what has been 
your profession?” 

“I’ve been making brooms, sir.” 

“I thought so.” 

“But I got religion and I was pardoned. 
I trust you won't hold it against me, sir.” 

“Personally I hold nothing against any 
one. But I’m afraid that I have no right 
to take with me into other people’s houses 
a person who might appropriate even a 
collar button. It seems to me, Carter, that 
your chosen profession subjects you to almost 
too much temptation.” 

“Perhaps,” Carter conceded. “But I 
didn’t like the profession of ‘broom maker. 
It’s too confining.” 

“At any rate we will make it as easy 
as possible for you in this particular instance. 
You may pack up all the junk again because 
we are leaving in the morning.” 

“vou, 

“I might mention that my cuff links are 
only plated.” 

“T had noticed that, sir. But have no 
Never in my most benighted 
moments did I ever take anything belong- 
ing to the gentleman I was working for.” 

Sam was starting downstaifs to join the 
party in its after-dinner diversion but he 
turned back for a moment. “Carter, did 
you ever have religion before?” 

“And what happened?” 

“The devil dropped a pearl necklace in 
my path, sir. But that was a long time ago 
and I've learned a lot since then.” 

“Um. I suppose you have. But, on the 
other hand, so has the devil.” 

Sam found Camilla more a center of 
interest than ever. The visit of the Collings- 
wood family in person had given a tangible 
authority to the rumors about her unhappy 
marriage that made her a very fascinating 
person indeed. Even the girls were, for the 
moment, content to drop their resentment 
and indulge in a little heroine worship. It 
is not often that one comes in such close 
contact with what has all the earmarks of 
a forthcoming front page scandal. It was 
perhaps going to be worth something to 
say, “Camilla Collingswood? Oh, yes, 
was with her just before that happened. I 


knew her well. Not a friend, you under- 
stand, but quite an intimate acquaintance.” 

With the departure of the Collingswood 
clan Camilla herself felt better. For a 
moment it had looked as if she was headed 
for a mess of very stormy weather indeed. 
But since they were gone and she had 
actually been offered money to consent to 
a divorce her position was strengthened 
if anything. After due consideration she 
had determined to stick to her story. To 
recede from it now would put all these girls 
in the position of having attended an un- 
chaperoned house party. Yes, Camilla had 
to weather this one wedding now whether 
it was real or not. She privately resolved 
never to have another though. 

And then even that resolution got a little 
weak in the knees when Sam Sherman 
brushed aside a couple of the more immature 
— of the party and seated himself beside 
er. 

His concern was of an intensely practical 
nature. “What did you do with all that 
money?” he demanded. 

Cam wasn’t expecting that question. “Why, 
I left it in my room.” 

“Does any one know where you put it?” 

Cam reflected. “I've forgotten whether 
Julie, the maid, was there or not when I 
parked it. There was no mystery about it. 
It is to be presumed that everyone here 
is honest.” 

“Everyone might be honest up to a hun- 
dred dollars. Beyond that there would 
probably be a few who couldn’t stand the 
heat. Supposing we go and get that money 
now. If necessary I'll take it in to town 
to a day and night bank.” 

Cam laughed. “All right. I love melo- 
drama myself even if the villain is only 
imaginary. Come on.” 

He followed her to the door of her room. 
One of the electric lights was turned on 
inside. 

“T thought I shut everything off when I 
left,” Cam remarked. “Probably Julie has 
been in to turn down the covers since I 
went out.” 


AM waited outside in the hall while she 

went in for the money. He could see 
through the half-open door and he drank a 
deep draught of her lovely profile, deli- 
cately Spanish tonight because of the high 
comb that surmounted her hair and the 
flashing jet earrings that were really her only 
sophistication. He wondered how she would 
look if she took them off. 

A little cry escaped her. 

“What’s the matter?” 

She stood with her hand on the open 
bureau drawer. “The money is gone!” 

Sam stepped inside. “Are you sure? 
Perhaps you put it somewhere else.” 

“Perhaps but I don’t think so.” She 
opened the other drawers of the dresser in 
rapid succession and then came to the 
chiffonier which stood behind the room door. 
To get at it she pushed the door to. 

The money was not there either. 

“Tl start an investigation right away.” 
Sam stepped toward the door. 

“I'd rather you didn’t.” She stopped him 
by words and by a tiny hand on his coat 
sleeve. “That money did not really belong 
to me and I was wondering how I could 
dispose of it. It was given me as the price 
of a freedom that is already mine anyway. 
Freedom is what I really want. The money 
means nothing to me. Does it to you?” 

Sam scarcely heard what she was saying 
so loud were the signals which were coming 
over the nerve telegraph from his heart. 
He knew that this glorious woman was try- 
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SuHeet Music 


Say “CENTURY” and get the world's Best 
Edition of the world’s Best Music by the 
world’s Best Composers. It's 15¢ (20¢ in 
Canada) 2500 selections for Piano, Piano 
Duos, Violin and Piano, Saxophone. Mando- 
lin, Guitar and Vocal. Get free catalogue at 


your dealers, or write us. 


Century Music Publishing Co. 
252 West Street 
New York City 


 Bogenics, 2—Love, 3—M 4, 4—Child- 
birth, 6—Family Life, 6—Sex 


one’ 
FRANKLI IN PUBLISHING CO- 
Dept.5001 800 N. Clark St., Chicago, Il. 
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| andremit ae per planin in catalog 
THE WIL! CHEMICAL CO. TYRONE. PA PA. 


DEVELOP YOUR FORM! 


Our scientific method highly 
for quick, easy developme 


LA BEAUTE CREME 
for improvement & bust, neck, face 


Used with great success In- 
expensive, harmless, pleasant Suc ul 
results or money refunded. Full rtieulars 
and proof (sealed) free. Write for special 
offer TODAY 
LA BEA 
857-2 Hamilton Terr., Baltimore, Md. 


NOJOKE TOBE DEAF 


avery Deaf Person 


Drums. them 


|| But the other man interrupted him. “I 


ing to tell him that except for a few legal 
formalities she .was his, that she prized her 
freedom only that she might surrender it 
again, that money mattered little unless it 
was something he wanted. Her message 
was indirect, perhaps she did not know she 
was sending it even in code, but his own 
love would have been a stupid, paltry thing 
if he had not understood. 

Her hand on his arm had to go around | 
his neck as he drew her close to him. There | 
was nowhere else to put it. To both of | 
them it seemed as if there had never been | 
any kisses in their lives before. Probably | 
there never had been one which lasted so! 


whatever. 

“T would say, ‘Pardon me,’ but I’m afraid | 
that would be quite as conventional as the | 
entire situation.” 

Sam and the lovely girl whom he held 
in his arms tore their attention from one 
another reluctantly. 

T= interruption had come from young) 

Mr. Stanley Collingswood who stood in 
the entry to a closet. He seemed quite sober 
now and wore a sneering smile. “It seems 
too bad you couldn’t think up something 
| different. Every hackneyed incident in the 
}old plot is here: the bedroom, the door 
|closed, the faithless wife, the handsome 
|stranger. And now I have to be conven- 
|tional too, the wronged husband appearing 
on the scene. But it’s your own fault. If 
you kad waited a few minutes longer I 
wouldn’t have had to hide in that closet.” 

“What are you doing here?” Cam 
demanded. 

“Old but good,” returned Mr. Collings- 
wood. “Why shouldn’t I be here? I am 
your husband, am I not? This is your bed- 
room. You and I are the only ones who 
Broom, be here. In return I counter grace- 
© fully with the question, ‘What is he doing 
| here ??” 
| “It was you who took the money,” Cam | 
| declared. 
| “The witness declines to answer.” Mr. 
| Collingswood lit a cigarette. “If you will | 
lask the apex of our triangle to leave us | 
alone for a short while I imagine we can 
come to an understanding that will be very 
satisfactory to both of us, perhaps even to 
him.” 
| “I wouldn’t leave you alone with her,” 
| Sam began. 


|think you had better.” 

“T'll call some of the other friends of 
| Mrs. Collingswood then.” 

“If you do I'll tell them that I found you | | 
here alone with my wife and that you | 
weren’t exactly playing checkers either.” | 

Sam looked at Cam. -His glance asked, 
“What shall I do?” 

She replied, “Please go,” but her eyes 
conveyed even more than that. They told 
him the same thing that had caused him | 
‘earlier in the evening to sweep her into his 
/arms. It was a message that made it! 
|doubly difficult for him to open the door 
|and close it again on the woman whom he 
knew to be his mate, no matter what other 
legal ties might bind her. 


own room, resolutely determined not 
interfere unless she gave some sign that 
assistance was needed. 


NSIDE of Camilla’s room the two young 

people faced one another. Collingswood | 
was very much master of himself and, so far 
as that went, master also of the entire situa- 
tion. 

“You've got that money of your father’s,” 


DrumCo.(Inc.) | 
Detroit, Mich. 


| she accused. 
“What if I have? I certainly have more | averages $5 an De Luxe outfit. 


” 


right to it than you have. 
“Then you admit that you are not my 
husband.” 


| how they did it. 
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They Reduced 
137 Pounds 


What 
a Relief! 


Before these 
five youn 
women use 


KOREIN, they 
weighed a total 
of 137 unds 
too 


Then each got 
rid of her own 
share of useless 
fat and now 
they are so 
happy that they 
want YOU and 
all other stout 

ies to know 


Read in their 
own words the 
joy of reducing 
through KOR- 
EIN. Simple, 
easy and inex- 
pensive. 


Edna Klein, whose photo appears above, is very 
Lost 15 Lbs. enthusiastic since she used Korein. “I had a 
double chin. My arms were flabby ond my ankles stout. Bui now 
that I have reduced I am satisfied.” 
Pao fat people can appreciate whal tf means 
Lost 30 Lbs. set rid of thirty pounds,” writes Miss Mur- 
ray. “I used to be whi because of my overweight before I found 
Korein. But now, oh, what a relief it is to be slender!” 
“Mere words cannot describe my joy. I tried 
Lost 22 Lbs. several other methods to reduce bul nothin’ 
helped. Then I heard of Korein and began to use a. What @ sur- 
prise! I started to notice results immediately and in a little over a 
month I lost 22 pounds. I think that is wonderful. 
= Cole found it a glorious sensation to drop 
Lost 50 Lbs. Sifty pounds of unnecessary weight. “I think 
Korein is wonderfully easy to use—and no rigid rules to follow.” 
Lost 20 Lbs. Grace sends @ schedule showing 
before and 
after using Korein. y > note a6 ra hips alone are 9 inches 
narrower. 
Before using KOREIN 


Korein is fully guaranteod. 
reliable. Buy it at your drug store today, ing sam be sent 
to anyone wishi to improve: FR 
ing weight happily. Overcome dangerous py = and E 
become slender and younger looking Fill ow coupon, 

or write to 


KOREIN CO., R488, Sta. O, New York 


Please send me Free Test of KOREIN 


ANITA NOSE ADJUSTER will shape your 
nose to perfect proportions while you sleep 
| or work. Age doesn’t matter. Safe, painless, 


comfortable. Rapid, permanent 
results guaranteed. 
60,000 doctors and users 
praise it as a marvelous 
savention. No metal or 
screw 


3-Day FF 


Gold Medal 
Won 1928 


AFTER 
But he did it and went on upstairs to his | | ANITA INSTITUTE, 1196 na Bide.. Newark, N. J. 
to 
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Skin 
Troubles 


Poslam Often Ends 


“T admit nothing. In fact after looking 
you over I have just about decided that I 
am your husband. I should think that 
might include many desirable advantages. 
What do you say? On the twenty thousand 
dollars we could certainly have one whale of 
a honeymoon and—” 

“Get out of my 


room.” Cam _ pointed 


|toward the door and then on second thought 


toward the window. 

Stanley chuckled. “You don’t want me 
to go out where the other guests can see 
me, eh? You know darn’ well they would 
insist upon my staying. Well, I have just 
about made up my mind to stay anyway. 
What are you going to do about it?” 

“T'll leave.” 

“Then I'll follow. You might as well 
stay here at least for tonight.” 

She started to call out but with the alert 
swiftness of a cat he sprang to her side 


Pimples in 24 hours 


Pimples, black heads, eczema, rashes and 


other blemishes cleared up quickly and 
safely by Poslam. Used success- 
RELIEVES fully for all skin troubles fortwenty 
ECZEMA years. It must be good. Thousands 
INSTANTLY of unsolicited letters from delight. 
Booklet with] ed users tell of amazing success 
each package Poslam at your druggist, only 50c, or let 
atyour druggist] us prove to you free that Poslam will 
reveals beauty] clear and beautify your skin. 
FREE PROOF 
See Poo cussing improvement within 24 


for generous trial size of Posiam. 
g Simply mail your name a ress. 
Sempte X Pesiam Co. Ww. S4th St., Mew York, 
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Smart, New Creations in 
World’s Star Lingerie 
Men and women wanted at once 
to introduce and take orders for fas- 
cinating, new line of lingerie cre- 
ations, just out. Irresistible—most 
women call them! All “‘leaders’’—at- 
tention getters—order getters—and backed 
by the famous World's Star Line of 799 fast- 
selling numbers in hosiery, underwear and 
lingerie for every member of the family 
Sold direct from Mill to Home. 33- 
year-old pioneer com pany with 5,000,000 
Write ‘ satishied customers. Make $90 
a week Position open in 
town. Noexperience nor capital nee . FREE 
Siting Equipment given. Ca Bones. 
Awards. Cholce territories goin rite 
WORLD'S STAR KNITTING 


1081 Lake Street Bay City, Michigan 


A PERFECT “LOOKING NOSE] 


CAN EASILY BE YOURS 


Trades Medel Ne. 25 corrects now 
all noses quickly. painlessly, 
permanently and comfortably at home. 
= it is the only noseshaping appliance of 
ayy Precise adjustment and a safe and guar- 
=) anteed patent device that will actually give 

\f you a perfect looking nose. Over 90,000 
<a) satisfied users. For years recommended 
by physicians. 16 years of experience in 
manufacturing Nose Shapers is at your 
service. MODEL CHILDREN. 

Awarded Prize Medal by big Wembley 
Exposition. London, England. Write for 
testimonials and free booklet, which tells 
you how to obtain a perfect looking nose. 


Dept. 2975 Binghamton, N.Y. 


Stop Ising a Truss 


Free -Trial Plapao-— Free 


STUART'S ADHESIF PLAPAO- 
PADS are surprisingly different 
from the truss — being mechanico- 
chemico applicators — made self - 
oeee purposely to keep the 
uscle-tonic ““PLAPAO” applied 
continucusty totheaffectedparts, 
=} and to minimize painful friction 
and pe, Buckie slipping. Ne 
uckles or spring at 
tache es volvet— easy to 
For almost a 
quarter of a century satisfied thou- Awarded 
sands re success without delay Grand Prix 
natural, so no subsequent 


from work. Process of recove: 
use for a truss. Awarded Gold edaland Grand 
Prix. Trial of “‘PLAPAO” will be sent absolute! FREE 
Write your name on coupon and send TODA 


PLAPAO CO., 55 Stuart Bidg., St. Louis, Mo. 


Address... 
Return mail will bring Free Trial PLAPAO. 


cost. Noobligation. Send | 


and covered her lips with his hand. “Don’t 
do that,” he admonished. “I dislike 
publicity in family quarrels. And it won't 
get you a thing. I was able to convince 
your big boy friend that I had all the rights 
in the matter and I can do the same with 
this bunch of squabs downstairs. We will 
have a lot more fun if you give me a little 
kiss and we start making up right here 
now.” 

| “Hold everything and don’t make a sound.” 


HIS interruption came from across the 

room. A man sat speculatively in the 
window, one leg inside and the other out. 
Across his face under his eyes was a black 
handkerchief and in his right hand was a 
large serviceable looking revolver. 

“Ordinarily I would not have called until 
much later but I happen to need twenty 
thousand dollars just at this particular 
moment and so I thought I had better stop 
in before matters got too complicated.” 

He crossed to the Collingswood family, 
searched Mrs. Collingswood with a glance 
and then patted the pockets of young 
Mr. Stanley Collingswood until he touched 
a satisfactory bulk which proved to be the 
much disputed wad of currency. 

“I'll count this later but I trust that for 
your own sakes you are not holding out on 
me. If the young gentleman will take one 
of the sheets off from the bed and tie the 
lady up in it I will later do the same thing 
for him and nobody will be hurt.” 

Sam Sherman had been walking the floor 
of his room for perhaps an hour when Herb 
Raines found him. 

“Well, for Pete’s sake. This is where you 
are,” Herb complained. “Everybody sup- 
posed that you and the chaperone had wan- 
dered off into the dewy dusk somewhere 
and I thought I could come in here and 
peacefully smoke one of your cigarettes. 
I just had another row with Ethel and—” 

“Oh, you and your rows with Ethel. I 
am in a horrible jam myself.” 

Herb raised his eyebrows. “Fine,” he 
applauded. “Didn’t scrap with the beautiful 
Collingswood.” 

“No, she loves me.” 

“Then you are in the deuce of a fix.” 

“But her husband is here.” 

“Here ?” 

“Yes, in her room. He put me out.” 

“I don’t know that I blame him. You 
had a lot of nerve to be there in the first 
place.” 

“You don’t understand.” 

“No, I am good and old-fashioned that 
way. But as I said, I don’t blame you.” 

“Don’t be funny. She is shut in that 
room with him and she loves me and I 
love her. What shall I do?” 

“I don’t know what you can do. It 
looks to me as if he had all the law on 
his side and it is just possible that she really 
loves him after all and that she has just 
been using you as a foil. Every wife says 
she is abused and misunderstood. That is 


part of the game and every husband falls 
for it the first year or so. My advice to 
you is to keep out.” 


“But I love her,” Sam said and then started 
suddenly. “What was that?” 

Both men strained their ears. 

“I didn’t hear anything.” Herb finally 
relaxed. “What did it sound like?” 

“T thought it was a muffled cry for help.” 

Sam strode out of his room and down the 
stairs. 

Herb caught him just at Camilla’s door. 

“Go easy, you fool. You can’t bust 
in like this on a married couple having a 
family reunion. Besides, listen.” 

There was a confused murmur of voices 
coming from beyond the door, nothing 
intelligible, but, on the other hand, nothing 
that sounded much like strife either. 

Herb drew his friend back to his own 
room. “That’s just a friendly discussion 
between a man and his wife. You could 
tell from the way the voices sounded that 
nobody was mad. Probably he is just tell- 
ing her that his socks hadn’t been darned 
since she went away.” 

Sam wanted to wring Herb’s neck. 

Herb realized that his friend was in no 
frame of mind to be left alone so they sat 
together half the night or rather Herb sat 
and Sam wore a path in the carpet, occasion- 
ally enlarging his stroll to go down and listen 
at Camilla’s door. He could hear two people 
breathing heavily. Evidently they were 
asleep. 

Finally he decided that he might as well 
turn in himself. Herb went to his own 
room and Sam rang the bell which connected 
with the servants’ quarters. 

After five minutes during which Carter did 
not appear he rang the bell again. Carter 
still did not show up. Then Sam went out to 
find out the reason why. In the dimly lighted 
hall, coming toward his own room Sam met, 
not Carter but the Dennedy butler, Askins. 
Askins was not quite as dignified as usual 
for he had not quite completed his dressing. 
Evidently he was going somewhere and had 
been aroused out of a sound sleep. 

Sam would have brushed by him but 
Askins spoke to him. “Did you ring, sir?” 

“I wanted my man, Carter.” 

“Yes, sir, just so, sir. Mr. Carter is not 
here, sir. He rather thought you would 
not need him any more tonight but I thought 
that if there was anything special—” 

“Carter not here?” 

“No, sir. He left a little note for me 
to give you in the morning, sir.” Askins 
began feeling through his pockets. “Here it 
is.” He handed an unsealed envelope to 
Mr. Carter’s employer. “Is there anything 
else sir?” 

“No, thank you, Askins. 
woke you up.” 

Relieved to be able to go back to bed 
again Askins returned to the servants’ 
quarters. 

Sam opened the note and read it. 


Dear Mr. Sherman: What you said about 
the devil was right. Twenty thousand 
dollars just fixes me so I can get along for 
quite a while without religion. I hope I 
didn’t frighten Mr. and Mrs. Collingswood 
too much. If you are willing to give me 
a reference please send same to H. C. Carter, 
General Delivery, Des Moines, Iowa. Yours 
truly, H. C. Carter. 


OR a second Sam blinked at the words on 

the white sheet of paper. “Twenty thou- 
sand dollars.” “Mr. and Mrs. Collingswood.” 
Just what did that mean? The twenty thou- 
sand dollars referred to must be the roll 
which Camilla had hidden and her husband 
had abstracted from its hiding place while 
she was away. But when he had last seen 


I’m sorry I 


them the money was presumably in the 
possession of Mr. Collingswood. That meant 
that Carter had stolen or intended to steal 
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it later, had in fact, committed the robbery 
while he, Sam Sherman, had been sitting 
awake upstairs ready to go to Camilla’s 
assistance. His intuition had been something 
more than jealousy after all. 

Suppose that Carter had done something 
worse than rob them? Suppose they had 
offered resistance? Sam could stand it no 
longer. He threw discretion to the winds. 
Once more he stole downstairs to the 
Collingswoods’ room. This time he did not 
stop at the door but flung it wide open. 

Tightly lashed to two chairs with gags 
in their mouths sat Camilla Collingswood and 
Stanley Collingswood facing one another. 

Sam flew to Camilla’s side and released 
her from her bonds. She stretched herself 
a little at a time, too stiff to rise from the 
chair. Sam brought her water from the 
night bottle and moistened her lips with it. 

Finally Camilla recovered her voice 
sufficiently to speak. 

“We have been sitting here for four 
mortal hours,” she declared. 

“A burglar came in through the window.” 
“Did he get the twenty thousand dollars?” 
“Yes. And then he tied us up like this.” 
“Shall I release your husband?” he asked. 
“IT don’t care, but he isn’t my husband. 
haven’t any husband.” 

“Not any?” 

“Absolutely not any at all.” 

“But why did you say you had?” 
“Don’t scold me. The reason I said I 
had one was because I found that I was 
getting to the age where unless I were 
married, I was being left out of things. 
I hadn’t met any one that I really wanted to 
marry but I wanted to have a good time 
so I went away and when I came back 
six months later pretended to have been 
married and said I was all ready for a 
divorce. I didn’t choose the name of 
Collingswood deliberately. I must have seen 
it somewhere in a paper and liked the sound 
of it. Anyway I shall never tell another 
lie. I suppose we ought to wake up the 
crowd and tell them that I am not really 
a chaperone at all so that they can get 
somebody else to come out and take my 
place.” 

This was a lot of information for Sam 
Sherman to digest all in one bunch but 
he finally did absorb it. And then he had a 
few more questions to ask. “Would this 
gang need any other chaperone if you really 
were married?” 

“No-o-0-0, I suppose not.” 

“Very well. I will sacrifice myself for 
the sake of our hoodlum friends. Rather 
than spoil their party I will marry you 
today instead of a week from today.” 
“But—” 

“Listen, dear, I can’t argue very well in 
front of the young man who is such a superb 
imitation of an Egyptian mummy. Let’s go 
out on the porch. I think I can prove to 
you that I am right.” 


— 


TANLEY COLLINGSWOOD went along 
to the village as one of the witnesses to 
the wedding and then accepted carfare to 
Pittsburgh from the bridegroom. 

It was all over and Sam and Camilla 
were back in the breakfast room of the 
Dennedy Lodge before any of the gang 
were up. 

Herb Raines was one of the first to 
arrive. 

“Have you been up all night waiting for 
Mrs. Collingswood?” he demanded. He 
hadn’t had much sleep himself. 

“T’ve been up all night but I was waiting 
for Mrs. Sherman.” 

“Mrs. Sherman!” 

Some of the others had come in and the 
unfamiliar name was echoed several times. 
“Yes,” Camilla replied, “and I am Mrs. 
Sherman. If you'll promise not to _ inter- 
rupt I'll try to explain.” 
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She did try but nobody believed her. 
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Daughter for Sale 


[Continued from page 58] 


They were over at last! At noon the 
Aquitania would be in sight of the Statue of 
Liberty. 

Candida and Jason Harper stood to the 
fore of the deck, apart from the others. 

Candida said, “Jason, I’m so sorry.” 

“We've gone over that, dear. I know 
you are. But it’s part of the game. I told 
you I'd be a good loser.” 

“You’re wonderful. You're the best sport 
in all the world, bar none. If it were not—” 

“For Allen, I know. Love can’t be 
helped.” 

“It’s so cruel.” 

“Life is cruel. One can’t surmount a 
system of which one is a part.” 

“You've been so perfect. I can’t say it 
often enough. I thought I would hate this 
year. I thought it would drag by, horridly. 
It hasn't.” 

“I’m glad. That’s something. There was 
only the one time. You know I’m sorry 
for that.” 

The one time! Candida’s eyes filmed 
with tears of pity. But pity wasn’t enough. 

They had been standing on the banks of 
the Arno. Jason in evening clothes. Her- 
self in trailing chiffon, gardenias spraying 
her throat. They had been dancing all 
evening. She had said, “How well we go 
together, Jason.” 

And he had answered, “I wish we might 
always go together, Candida.” 

“If it were not for Allen!” 


F IT were not for Allen! How many 

times they had thought that poignant sen- 
tence, both of them. How it had robbed 
the gold Italian sun of its warmth, the 
Neapolitan serenaders of their magic, the 
lake of Como of its celestial blue. In Rome, 
in Paris, running like a silken strip of wind 
over the Corniche road, standing on the 
rim of Vesuvius, gliding along the Grand 
Canal of Venice, always in her mind, 
humming a minor strain in her heart, “If 
it were not for Allen!” 

How they had talked together, Jason and 
Early 
in the morning, basking in the sun by the 
radiant Bay of Naples. Strolling by the 
Tiber in the moonlight. Driving up the 
Champs Elysées at tea time. Gay talk, 
matching wit for wit, such as two people 
interchange when there is something pro- 
found drawing them together. After all he 
He did 
care for what she was. He cared about 
what she might become, what she might 
make of life. 

That night by the Arno! 

He had been telling her something of his 
life, something of his boyhood and young 
manhood struggles, the privations he had 
undergone, the way he had worked, the 
way he had climbed, patiently, slowly. 

“Why did you work so hard? What was 
it you wanted?” 

“Love. But I knew that love was not 
enough to give.” 

“Oh, but it is!” 

“No. Not for women. My mother 
taught me that. My father loved her but 
it was not enough. He was never successful. 
She had to work and worry. She had to 
go without the little lovely things that 
would have kept her young and happy. 
She had to have babies and fret about 
them, their clothes, their education. After 
awhile the love they had begun with faded. 
It grew drab and quarrelsome and nerve 
racked. I made up my mind that the one 
thing I wanted from life was love. 


I wanted to be able to 
That’s why I was 


——— If you want a thing enough you 
ca 

She ‘had said, “Oh, Jason!” in a kind 
of a panic. Her hand touched him and he had 
caught her in his arms there on the rim of 
the ancient river. He had held her tight, 
against the tremendous thrumming of his 
heart. He had covered her face and throat 
with kisses, his first kisses, kisses that were 
to last him the rest of his life. 

If it were not for Allen! If Allen’s pale, 
pleading face had not come between them. 
If she could have erased Allen’s kisses from 
her mouth. If the river’s voice had not 
been Allen’s voice deriding her. 

Jason had released her. They had stood 
apart and he had said, bitterly, “It is not 
enough.” 

And she had answered, because she was 
pledged to the best truth she had to give, 
“No, no!” 

She hadn’t been able to sleep that night. 
She had never, she thought, been so sharply 
awake in all of her life, in every beat of her 
heart and fibre of her brain. His love and 
his sacrifice had infused her with pity, and 
that was not enough. 

Candida said, now, “Shall I see you again, 
after today?” 

“IT think not. Better not. You've given 
me a glorious year, Candida. You can have 
no self-reproaches. I won’t say there hasn’t 
been pain. But some kind of pain can be 
glorious, you know.” 

“It seems so rotten.” 
“It isn’t. Not at all. 
your Share of the bargain. 

mine.’ 

“Jason, 
thing to sustain me. 
again, never cynical. 
thing of your ideal, 

“Thanks, dear.” 

And there was the pier, nearing them. 
And there was Mumma on the pier looking 
young, happy, waving an absurd little pen- 
nant of welcome, getting into everyone's 
way. 


You’ve fulfilled 
I shall fulfill 


this year will always be some- 
I'll never be flippant 

You’ve given me some- 

something of you.” 


ANDIDA and Allen were riding through 
Connecticut in a day coach. 

They had decided to spend the day in the 
country, alone. Allen had thought of this 
means of privacy because Candida had felt 
they shouldn’t be seen together in New York. 
It wouldn’t do to humiliate Jason. 

The train jerked along. A baby whined. 
A youth and a girl held hot convulsive 
hands in the seat across the aisle from them. 
They were obviously sweethearts and there 
was something repugnant about them. The 
veil of glamour would not descend today. 
It was too hot. 

The hot sun lay like a thick blanket over 
the countryside. Fields and dusty trees 
and baking village streets alike complained. 
Candida felt uncomfortable. She was afraid 
some one would recognize her, Jason Har- 
per’s wife, jolting along in a day coach 
with a wilted young man who was sitting 
too close to her. She wished that he 
wouldn't, it wa¢so hot. The mere thought 
of a similarity to the two across the aisle 
gave her a faint nausea. She felt a curious 
sense of guilt, too. Absurd, of course. She 
was with Allen. She was where she be- 
longed. She was where she would be for 
the rest of her life and his. Funny. 

“TI can’t believe you're really back, Baby. 
It’s been so infernally long.” 

“Yes, I know.” 

“You haven’t seemed over anxious to see 
me. You’ve been home for two days.” 

“I’ve had to be with Mumma. There 
were a lot of things to do. People com- 
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“What about the divorce? Is Harper 
arranging for that?” 

, yes. Rhode Island or somewhere.” 

“You don’t seem very interested. How 
long will it take?” 

“T don’t know exactly. A year perhaps.” 

“A year! Another one! Great God!” 

“Twelve months. They'll pass.” 

For what are twelve little months out of 
orever? 

“You’re pretty cool about it. I’ve done 
all the waiting I’m geared for, I tell you. 
What’s the matter with you? Don’t you 
love me as you did? Were you telling me 
the truth about yourself and Harper?” 


was all exactly as I’ve said.” 

“Baby Doll, do you mean it?” 

Candida drew away. She wished that he 
wouldn’t call her Baby Doll. She wished | 


the same string between Jason and herself. 
Between them the truth had been a pal- 
pable thing. 

-“T’'ve told you the truth once, Allen. That 
will have to be enough.” 

“Oh, it will, will it? Well, Mrs. Jason 
Harper is awfuly highty-tighty, I should 
say! I’m going to keep right on, young 
‘person, until I dig up all the dirt. I don’t 
believe all I hear nor all I read in the papers 
either. And I know men! There was 
nothing between you?” 

“T’'ve told you.” 

The stuffy train came to a jolting stop. 
| Candida and Allen jumped down to the 
| gritty platform. 


HEY lunched and strolled toward a 
little wood Allen knew about. 


“We needn’t go over that again, Allen. It | 


that he wouldn't insist on so much reitera- | 
tion. There had been no such harping on | 
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(“No-one Calls Me 


quickly transfo: 4 
into slim, gracef 

porson free from the fu ~ 

of obesity. 


HAT a constant tor- 
ment stoutness had 
been to me. People 
to calling me ‘Tubby.’ I 
ouldn’t go anywhere without 
being reminded that I was fat. 
I couldn't walk a block with- 
out sitting down to rest. The 
slightest housework tired me. 
f I hurried a little bit my 
heart would begin to beat like 
a triphammer. I hated to ac- 
cept invitations because I knew 
people talked about me. You 
can imagine what misery fat 
caused me—aches and pains in 
my body as well as mental 
worry. 
“But no one calls me ‘Tubby’ 
any more. And all the credit 
for my wonderful improvement - 
| goes to Annette Kellermann. 
Her own story was well known 
to me—how she, called the 
world’s most perfectly formed 
woman, had once been a puny, 
ailing, sickly child. Then I 
learned how her methods had 
brought her a perfect form 
which had not changed by a 
fraction of an inch, or by even 
a pound in over sixteen years. 
I wrote to Miss Kellermann, 
told her all about myself and 
asked what she could do for 
me. 


““‘Her answer was a 
letter and a copy of her 
lightful book called, The Body Beautiful. That book, I 


Allen was talking about the little house 
they would have. So much down and so} 
much per month. They’d buy a car on the | 
“excitement plan,” too. They’d have a girl | 
in to help, like his brother’s wife did. 

Candida felt slow tears hurting her. A 
little house on the instalment plan. Roast 
lamb on Sunday. Allen tinkering with the 
car. Tradespeople coming to the back door. 
Years and years and years. 

How silly she was! How selfish and 
small! His sultry voice planning for her. 
Of course they wouldn’t be like that. Allen 
was in a profession. He was on the way to 
big things. And they had love. 

Soon they would be alone together. Allen 
would kiss her for the first time in a year. 
They would cling together and the bright 
storm of his love would engulf her again, 
would break over her in the old shattering 
ecstasy. What was it Jason had quoted? 
“This year knows nothing of last year.” 


HEY came to a clearing in the woods. 
Damp cool odors smote them. Green 
light filtered down. 
He had her in his arms again at last! 
She was crushed against him. His soft 
full lips found hers. She closed her eyes 
and waited. Waited for the bright storm 
to rack her, for the intolerable quality of 
her love to drown her. 
She waited and it didn’t come. 
She felt sticky and hot and uncomfortable. 
She wanted to draw away, to run, to be 


freed. Something was wrong. Horribly 
wrong. Something was lacking. It was 
thin and pale and insufficient. She missed 


; what? Profundity? Depth beyond depth? 
| Strength ? 

| She tried to return his kisses. She must 
|recapture the beauty for which she had 
|sacrificed Jason Harper. But her mouth 
| was stiff and unyielding. She felt shamed. 
Something was the matter. It was all, 
| wrong to be kissing him like this, this pallid 
| persistent boy. | 
| She drew away after a struggle in which | 
\she felt her temper rising. 


can truly say, was the turning point in my life. It rescued 
me from the misery of fat, and showed me the way to 
make myself exquisitely slim in a short while. And it was 
so very easy. Actually, it was a delight for me to follow 
her instructions—light exercises for only 15 minutes a 
day, and plenty of the right kind of satisfying food that 
produced energy instead of fat. It was a revelation, even 
to me, how quickly my weight began to decrease. I felt 
better from the very first day and soon the name Tubby 
became a thing of the past.’’ 

Miss Kellermann will be glad to Send you, free a copy of 
her book, “‘The Body Beautiful.’ She will also tell 
about her method of reduction—a sane, sensible, scientific 
way that takes off your weight and at the same time in- 
creases your energy and strength. Simply send the coupon 
below or write a letter. There is no obligation. ANNETTE 
KELLERMANN, Suite 4011, 225 West 39th Street, New 
ork. 


Annette Kellerma 
Suite 4011, 2s. West 39th St.. N. Y. C. 
Dear Miss Please send me, free 
cost, your book, he Body Beautiful.’ am 
particularly interested in oautag Weight. 


Kindly Print Name and Address 


PHOTO ENLARGEMENTS 
OIL COLORS 


FULL SIZE 8x10 


Send your favorite pic- 
ture or snap shot, any 
We guarantee to 
return it safely to you 
and with it we will send 
& full size enlargement 
hand in 
beautiful, fadeless oil 
color, portraying your 
natural 


$71.98 
for Only 
SEND NO MONEY 


Just mail your picture and within a week you will receive this 
enlargement artistically colored by hand in oil. Pay the post- 
man $1.98 plus postal charges or send $2 with order and we will 
pay postage. 
Same price for full figure, bust, group or individual from group. 
To assist our artiste, please state color of hair and eyes. 
NO CXTRA CHARGES 
Your photograph will be delivered perfectly flat, (not 
rolled). No extra charges of any kind will be made. 
You owe it to yourself and friends to have a portrait 
that really shows your beauty and charm in lovely 
natural colors. 

Select vour favorite photo—matl it today. 
COLOR ART STUDIO, 1965 Broadway, New York City 
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Is the Girl of Today 
Losing Her Beauty? 


“As a whole the girls of 
today are indisputably in- 
ferior in beauty to the girls 
of the past,” says Gertrude 
Atherton, the famous novel- 
ist. Do you agree with her? 
Is the modern girl with her 
lack of curves, her sunburn 
instead of a peaches and 
cream complexion, her shorn 
locks instead of glorious 
golden tresses, really beau- 
tiful? Read what Miss 
Atherton says in her article 


The Sacrifice of 
Beauty 


in December 


SMART SET 


ON"THE NEWSSTANDS NOVEMBER 1 


Repuce FAT 


Free Book Tells How 


Thousands have reduced 
easily, healthfully, joyfuily, 
without exercise, wit 
HENN-O-KEMP, the harm- 
less, scientific, flesh reducer. 
It is also a tonic for the 
system. Contains no 
thyroid. 


Send for Free Book 
HENN-O-KEMP 
962 The Arcade Cleveland, O. 


Results or Money Back 


STOPS NOSE SHINE 


Nézon 


MAKES POWDER STICK 


Ine Smart Vanity Bozfor Your Handba 


At all goed teilet goods counters a 
THE NEZON COMPANY. 


Fuh Deets th Nec Tok 


MUSIC LESSONS vite HOME 


’ You can read music like this quickly 


to play Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar. 
ay Fiano, in, 
Beginners or advanced players. Your only expense 
Se per day for musicand | used. 4 

AMERICAN SCHOGL of MUSIC 43 Manhattan Building, CHICAGO. 


Men or women earn $25 to $50 a 
week at home. All! or part time. 
Fascinating work. Nothing to sell. 
We teach you at home. Furnish all 
tools and materials. 


ARTCRAFT STUDIOS, Dept. 3 


427 Diversey Parkway, Chicago 


“Allen . . . something is wrong. Let me 
go. Let me go!” 

He released her roughly. “I know what 
it is. It’s Harper. You've been lying to 
me. You're different.” 

“Yes, I am different.” 

Allen leaned against a tree. 

“T'll say you're different. 
know what I mean, too.” 

“Don’t go on, Allen, please.” 

“T'll go on as far as I please. No use 
hedging. No use prettifying things to suit 
Mrs. Jason Harper. You're in love with 
that bloated bond holder.” 

“Ves, I am in love with him. I am in 
love with him. But I only found it out 
now. Just now!” 


I guess you 


_ N’T chant it at me. You're a good 
one but not good enough. I know the 
signs when I see ’em. What'd I tell you 
when you went away with him as his 
‘sweetheart to be wooed and won’?” 

“Allen, let’s go. I'd like to tell you—” 

“Tll bet you would. But you won’t get 
the chance this time. I’ve lost my interest 
in fairy tales, Baby Doll. Don’t insult my 
intelligence as you’ve insulted my love. 
wouldn’t believe you. The way I’ve worked, 
cooped up in a stuffy office, laying off other 
girls and all the while you and your fancy 
millionaire were having the laugh on me. 
Well, you’ve taught me a lesson in time. 
You've taught me to lay off ritzy dames 
like yourself. I'll go after a regular girl 
next time.” 

In Grand Central Station Candida held 
out her hand. “I’m sorry, Allen. It isn’t 
the way you think. I should have liked to 
explain—” 

“Tl bet! But nothing doing. I’ve got 
to make up for lost time and I haven’t a 
minute to waste. Well, sweet dreams.” 

Oh, would she reach Jason? Would he 
be there? If she should be too late! 


ASON had cool drinks for her. Her fa- 
vorite brand of cigarettes. Against the 

rich glow of books were jars of white 
gardenias. 

They sat in deep leather chairs, facing 
one another. And Candida smoked heavily 
to make a blue lattice work between them 
so that Jason might not see her eyes too 
soon. 

“You’ve been crying, Candida.” 

“I know I have.” 

“My child, why?” 

“Because I love you.” 

Her voice broke and the words gushed 
from some wound in her heart. 

There was silence between them. An 
arrested silence. Time seemed to halt. 

In the vague light Candida saw her very 
life take shape and hover before her, sus- 
pended, waiting to be crushed to the ground, 
or waiting to soar to illimitable heights. 
Then she heard Jason saying: 

“How has this happened?” 

His voice was steady. Emotionless! De- 
liberate! Cool! 


Candida’s heart thudded. She thought, 


“I mustn’t let him ‘see my eyes. There is 
fear in them. He mustn’t pity me.” 

“I saw Allen today,” she said, “for the 
first time. I spent the day with him. It 
was not as it used to be.” 

“Where did you spend the day with him?” 

Jason’s voice was still impersonal. She 
answered him as a prisoner answers a judge. 

“In Connecticut. We made plans about 
houses and things.” 

“Ts Allen poor?” 

“Yes, quite.” 

“Poverty frightened you, that’s all.” 

“No, Jason. Not the poverty. The man 
back of the poverty. The poor little man. 
Little !” 

Her voice was faint. Her words were 
faint things, too. How could she show her 
heart to him? 

He was silent, waiting for some touch- 


stone of truth. 

“It wasn’t only that. In the woods Allen 
kissed me. I knew then. It was thin and 
cheap. It wasn’t you.” 

“You can go on being my wife if you 
wish to, Candida. You can go back to 
Paris, to Rome, anywhere you wish. You 
can live as you have lived this past 
year.” 

What did he mean? She had to know 
but her voice faltered as she asked the 
question. 

“You mean alone? Without you?” 

“Ves ” 


“No, thank you, Jason.” 


HE rose to go. Her voice was dead and 

the only things she could think of to say 
were stale and profitless. She had committed 
the unforgivable sin of denying love, of not 
knowing it when she had met it face to 
face. The answer was atonement. For all 
the rest of her life she must be tortured to 
pay for this. She must go on alone—with- 
out Jason. 

She had known that love was passion. 
She had thought it might be pain. But not 
like this. Not death. 

Her hand was on the knob of the door. 
He was letting her go. There was some- 
thing she must do. Something he had 
taught her to be. A good loser! That was 
it. But she couldn’t. That didn’t seem to 
matter either. You could come, she found, 
to a place where you are beyond words, 
beyond gestures, beyond tears. You prob- 
ably could reach the place where you are 
beyond pain, too. 

She loved him more than he loved her. 
She had transcended him. She had scaled 
his heights and gone beyond them. It was 
necessary for her to say something but she 
couldn’t say it. And he saw that she 
couldn’t. He saw it and he pushed back 
his chair and sprang across the room to her. 
Perhaps he believed her at last. 

He had her in his arms. He looked into 
her eyes. Her heart was in them. Then 
they closed their eyes because the face of 
love was blinding. 


OUR GREATEST (ALLS 


NCE a year the American Red Cross 
asks her faithful sons and daughters 
to give their little dollar toward the fund 
that goes to help humanity in all its 


| innumerable distresses and disasters. 


There is no greater service in all the 
world at so small a cost as this. For 
the price of a pound of candy you can 
contribute to the noblest of causes, where 
your money will buy relief and happiness 


for others during another whole year. 

Indeed, your dollar can be likened to 
that mustard seed in the parable which 
once sown grows into a mighty tree whose 
branches shelter all the birds of the air. 


So, when the roll call of the American 
Red Cross sounds between Armistice Day 
and Thanksgiving, November 11-29, this 
year, be sure to answer it, and bring 
company with you. 
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Prize Winners 


[Continued from page 8] 


Set, titled “Mama’s Boy.” It has all of the 
action, all of the daring, and all of the feel- 
ing, love, and emotion one expects to 
find in a book so modern and youthful as 
Smart Set. We people of the younger gen- 
eration enjoy reading stories about ourselves 
and our friends—stories that we know are 
happening about us because we witness 
them; we revel and glory in Robert S. Carr’s 
stories. He is our knight, whe, with pen in 
hand, writes about us just as we are—writes 


of our philosophy, our psychology, our emo- 


tions, and our ideals. 


HE second prize winner, Miss Gertrude 
Livingston, runs a very close second. She 
tells why Smart Set appeals to her and so 
many other girls throughout the United 


States, with well-chosen illustrations from | 


each of the four contest issues: 


Smart Set is the book of youth. It has 
stories, features and articles which are of 
intense import to the young people of today. 
It is a magazine which is constructive and 
human. And these four pieces of literature 
which I have picked as the leading ones 
in each of the different months from May to 
August illustrate the absorbing articles, the 
stirring serials, and the fine short stories 
which are just bubbling over with youth and 
romance, that make Smart Set the most 


dearly loved magazine by the girl of today. 


“Unforbidden Fruit” is by far the most 
interesting piece of writing in the May issue. 
The chartacters are real; they are true to 
life! They act as college girls do. I know 
because I just graduated from a university 
in the northern United States. The story 
itself is full of suspense and adventure. And 
it has been written by a master writer who 
knows girls as few people do. I am sure 
that all girls throughout the country who 
have read this story will hate to see it end. 


In June “You My Beloved” wins first | 
place. It is the kind of story any girl en- 
joys reading. One that is wound around 
that eternal question of love and devotion. 
It is throbbing, pulsating, and absorbing. 


I liked “Sally Steps Out” best of all the 
things in the July issue. It is youthful and | 
full of life. After all, this is the type of 
story that we young people enjoy. And 
Bob Carr writes in an entertaining fashion. 


One of the best things Smart Set has done 
in a long while is that of making up a 
fashion page. And while “The Clothes of 
a Perfect Day,” posed by Ruth Taylor, can 
hardly be called an out-and-out fashion page, 
it is nevertheless a fine piece of art. And 
fashion is just that, a work of art. I sin- 
cerely hope that SMART Set will continue to 
give us a department on fashions. It is 
something the young girl of today craves. 


prize—again oddly enough, goes 
to a man—to Mr. Gilson Vander Veer 
Willets. He enjoys reading Smart Ser be- 
cause of its humanizing appeal, and because 
it presents problems of today. Mr. Willets, 
although partial to articles, has written a 
sparkling letter: 

He chose John Sumner’s article from the 
May number, Charles G. Norris’s from June, 
“Sally Steps Out” by Robert S. Carr from | 
July, and Irvin S. Cobb’s radio story from 
August. 


Mss PHRE VOIERS wins fourth prize 
with an artistic, well-composed letter 
enclosed in a beautiful parchment binder: 


( 


PRICES REDUCED FOR XMAS 
Jewelry makes the best Xmas gift because it's 
lasting. We offer the lowest prices, and easiest 
terms you can get anywhere. No extra charge 
for credit. Every article is guaranteed as rep- ( 
resented. We sel! at lower prices than others — 
because we impott our diamonds direct and \\ 
save the middleman's profits. We sell only blue- Ay 
white diamonds — no off-color grades. Every- f 
thing done to make it easy for you to buy your { 
Xmas gifts. Buy now — pay next year. 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


You assume no risk in buying from this old estab- \) 


lished, reliable concern, You have 10 days free 
i. If you arenot satisfied that whatever article } 
you buy is not the biggest bargain you ever saw, 
return it and we will refund every cent you 
paid. All credit dealings kept strictly pane} ma \\ 
tial. No red tape — no needless delay. 
SEND NO MONEY 


ag fill out the coupon below—that’s all. When article { 


No. A297-—$49 

$4 Deposit—$1 Weekly 
An absolutely perfect, genu- 
ine blue-white diamond full of 
blazing brilliance, guaranteed flaw- 


less, set in this exquisite, lady's 18 Kt. is delivered, pay the small deposit to the postman and 
solid white gold ring. Note the the balance, in small equal payments taking one year \) 
appealing,dainty engraving. Money if you want it. You get the very best of service 
back if you can duplicate under Write for FREE Bargain Catalog 
$85. Handsome Xmas gift y "It brings our large Jewelry Store right into your home. { 
box FREE! y Hundreds of bargains in Diamonds, Watches, Jewelry, Rg 
Silverware, etc., handsommel illustrated in colors. Gives 
weights, grades and complete description so you can \ 
buy diamonds like an expert. Gives information about B 
diamonds other jewelers dare not tell. Shows blue- 
white diamonds from $197 per carat up i 
Agents wanted—Earn $200 week, write for details IN 
$3 Deposit $1 Weekly 


Four Diamond 

Dinner Ring 
DEPOSIT 359 

1.00 WEEKLY 
Four sparkling, fine quality 
blue-white genuine diamonds 
os set in this attractive, 
dinner ring special- 
ned by our 
x. his gorgeous, 18 

solid white gold mounting is en- 
ved by hand in the very latest 
design. Everyone will think you paid 
$100 or more for this magnificent ring. 


°24 
14Kt. Solid White Gold 
This beautiful, dainty wrist watch has 4 blue sapphires 
set,in the exquisitely engraved, 14 Kt 
Movement jeweled, adjusted, regulated. 
Equal to any $45 watch Beautiful gift box REE | — 


$5 Deposit 


No. V94 


7 
Fine blog-whit 6 Diamonds—14Kt. Solid Gold }} 
genuine dismond in Sensation of New York. 6 fine quality, gerruine blue-whit: 


man em diamonds and 8 sapphires in richly engraved 14 Kt. solid 
N white gold case. Finest 15 jewel movement euerantesd 5 
accurate and Y____5 100 Value. Some Gift 


No. MS2 


Very jatest style, vo ton graved, white and green \ 
rolled gold case. Fitted with | finest 15 jewel move- 


ment aijusted. regulated and guaranteed accurate 
Value. Metal mesh bracelet as in watch below, $3 extra. 


awe $1 Weekly {\ 


BO 
nm absolutely perfect, 
eparkiing, white gen- 


Choice of ILLINOIS/ new 15 Jewel BULOVA 
ELGIN or WALTHAM | 


nationally advertised cash price. Xmas gift case Free! [\) 


gold filled case: guaranteed. Fit- SEND NO MON 


4 with your choice of these 1 STERLING DIAMC 
world famous, 17 jewel move-, 2640 Broadway, Dept. 2522,, 


Full 12 size, tnin model, fancy 
dial, engraved, white or een ! 


ments, guaranteed to give accu- 
rate, dependable service. Could Please ten days free 
snot be du plicated elsewhere under 6 | agree to pay to your terms, 


be chat wlth pon er.) 
OSend me your FREE. beautifully illustrated catalog. 


gift case FREE! 5 
Just what" wants this Xmas. 


] STERLING 22222 C2: 


N 
$ 1.000.000 stock  ESsTB. 1879 
1540 BROADWAY DEPT. 2522 N.Y. Address 
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*‘Four Raises in 
Two Years” 


po it hasn’t been hard to get them, either. Why, 
it seems only yesterday that I was wondering if ” 
would ever make as much as $45 a week. And now 
I'm making $75. 

“Tom Dawson was speaking about it today. ‘Gee,’ 
he said d, ‘I wish I had started studying with the 
I. C. S. when you did. Here I am plugging away 
at the same job and the same old salary while 
gone ‘way up. I bet you're making twice as 
I am. And to -_ that two years ago 
we were working side by sid 

“I told him it wasn’t too ite if he would only 
make the start and he said he was going to send in 
one of those I. C. S. coupons right away. 

“I hope he does, because an I. C. S. course is the | 
very thing he needs to get out of the rut. I wouldn’t 
be making anywhere near $75 a , Week if I hadn’t 
started to study just when I did. 


Evory day, in office, shop and factory, you will find 
men who are being given better positions and larger 
salaries because they are studying at home in spare time 
with the International Correspondence Schools. 

An I. C. & course helped Jesse G. Vincent to rise 
from tool-maker to Vice-president of the Packard Motor 
Car Company. It helped George Grieble to rise from 
& stone-mason to the owner of a business paying $12,000 
a year. It helped Bert S. Remaley to increase his salary 
ten times, And it will help you too, if you will 
make the start 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
“The Universal University’ 

Box 6260-M, Scranton, Penna, 

Without cost oF obligation, please send me @ 


your booklet, “Whe Wins and Why.”’ and full 
about the subject before which 1 have marked 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
Business Management Advertising 


Industrial Management English 
Personnel Management Business Correspondence 


raffic Management Show Card and Sign 
Accounting and C. P. A. Lettering 


Coaching ary ead and Typing 
Cost Accounting Civil Servi 
Bookkeeping }) Railway Mail Clerk 
Salesmanship ommon School Subjects 


Secretarial Work iteh School Subjects 
Spanish Fre ]Mustrating Cartooning 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


Electrical Engineer Architect 

Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints 
Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder 
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice Concrete Builder 
Railroad Positions Structural Engineer 


Gas Engine Operating Chemistry Pharmacy 
Civil Engineer [) Mining Automobile 
Surveying and Mapping |) Airplane Eng 


000009000000 00000 


Plumbing and Agriculture Poultry 
Radio 


Steam Engineering Mathematics 
Name 
Street Address 
City... State 


it you ‘reside in send this coupon to the ‘Jnterna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal 


LADIES 


ADDRESS ENVELOPES at home— 
Spare time. Experience unnecessary. 
Dignified work. $15-$25 weekly easy. 
Send 2c stamp for particulars. Mazelle, 
Dept. GV, Gary, Indiana. 


Ni Theatre 


DRAMA—OPERA—PHOTOPLAY 


ART AND SCIENCE OF SINGING. 
production. Students sfMforded 


! 


STAGE DANCING COLLEGE 


It is with an especial enthusiasm I greet 
|this opportunity to criticise the Saart Ser. 
One of the most attractive features ever 
| inaugurated was the John Held page. What 
that boy can do to the modern iemale figure! 
and not be jailed for it, is nobody’s business! 
He is a delight and the best of the features. 

May. Not only the cleverest but most pro- 
found in its thought is “Bluffers,” by that 
young writer, Bob Carr. “The Quality of 
Mercy” ran it a close second in dramatic 
| value and story content but in the writing 
skill displayed and the interest aroused it fell 
short, by far. Then, too, Mr. Carr has here a 
subject interesting to both old and young, 
the essential decency and the desire for 
cleanliness that underlies the giddy surface 
of the better class of youth, a subject that 
is important and timely. 

June. He comes very near to repeating 
his success in the June number with “Thrill 
Girl” but is outclassed by “The Man Who 
Fled From Love.” This story has an 
intensity, a flavor of maturity, a touch of 
hopelessness and suffering, a remarkable 
finale, that raises it above any other con- 
| tribution of the month. Also, its illustrations 
jare particularly fine which add much to its 
| enjoy ment. 

July. This is the richest number of the 
|four included in this competition. It is hard 
|to choose. There is something in this issue 
|for every type of reader and a feast for 
‘those of catholic tastes. But to me the most 
‘dramatic, the most surprising, the most 
gripping pages of the month are those devoted 


to the beginning of the new story, “The 
Woman in the Case.” This has an incredi- 
ble amount of tragedy, love and hate, of 
intrigue and mystery, everything that goes 
to make a good story. And beyond that, 
it was written by a careful craftsman. 
August. Here an article overshadowed 
everything else. This article was that splen- 
did “sermon” by Professor Baker, “Go,” 
advocating early marriage, the sanest and 
most reasonable exposition of this biologically 
and economically sound theory I ever read. I 
was emphatically interested and I hope every 
devotee of Smart Ser read that, particu- 
larly any parents who may have been dubious 
about allowing youngsters to marry early. 


T IS astounding that in a girl’s magazine 

two men should be among the first four 
contest winners. You girls will certainly 
have to atone for this in the next contest, 
won't you? Go to it, girls! And here's 
wishing you luck and all kinds of it for the 
next time. 

The Editors regret there isn’t enough space 
to publish all the letters. It is their hope, 
however, that all of you who have entered 
this contest will enter the next one, and that 
you will tell your friends about the good 
things you found in the four issues of 
Smart Set from May to August inclusive. 
Also tell your friends about the New Smarr 
Ser. 


Did you see the $5,000 reward offered for 
The Typical American Girl? See page 61 


“Dear Mr. 


where you can throw a wild party. One 
who would enjoy a good home-cooked din- 
ner instead of going to a cabaret to get 
soggy sandwiches and something to drink. 
One who would enjoy music at home instead 
of the cabaret kinc. One who would come 
straight home after the theater instead of 
trying to park off some side road. One 
who does not stop at some drug store and 
get a bottle of gin the first thing during the 
evening without asking whether or not you 
minded. One who believes in loving one 
and one only. One who doesn’t think you 
are crazy when you say you have to be 
home at eleven-thirty. 

“If some one would show me such an 
old-fashioned boy, I'd keel over and die of 
happiness.” 

Thelma Swisher of Joplin, Mo., who states 
that she is only nineteen and she hates all 
men, expresses the mood of hundreds when 
she says: 

“Most of what you told in Smart Ser is 
true, but did you ever stop to think that 
you men never get under the surface of us 
girls of 1928. 

“We are as disgusted with the men of 
today as the men are disgusted with us. 
Jellies, dance hall fiends, dressed in the lat- 
est of fashion, dancing as though they were 
on air, but what have they? Not a dime 
in their pockets, not-a brain in their heads. 
Would they make a living for a girl, a 
home for her? Or be a good father for her 
children? No.” 

Little Miss E. P. Hoag of Brooklyn, 
N. Y., has a sense of humor. 

“Try to get a boy who would talk about 
moonlight as authors have them talk in 
stories instead of ‘ ’Snice "Smoon’.” 

A flapper who signs herself “Chaste Diana 
}and lives in Calgary delivers this declaration 
| of independence: 

“I’m a modern girl out for a good time. 
|I play around with boys I know are not 
good. They have sense enough to know a 


” 


study desired) to | nice girl when they meet one so they don’t 


Woolrich” 


[Continued from page 16] * 


around with them but when I marry I’m 
going to get a good boy. I have just as 
much right to do this as a boy has to sow 
his wild oats and expect to marry an angel.” 

Seventeen-year old Dorothea Kahn of 
Montgomery, Ala., seeks guidance: 

“I got tired of running out every night 
and tried to interest boys in discussing things 
with me, but then the boys said I was @ 
highbrow and they don’t like it. At heart 
I'm just as old-fashioned and romantic as 
my grandmother but when I don’t pet or 
drink I hear, she’s all wet. Please advise me.” 

Here springs up a loyal man, Mr. J. E. 
Vaughan, resident of Johnson City, Tenn. 

“Boy, you're all wrong. The type of girls 
a man meets are those he seeks through 
choice. I've met girls from Bombay to New 
York. They’re all old-fashioned and there 
are more old-fashioned ones in the big cities 
like New York than there are back off here 
among the Tennessee hills. Think that over.” 

A minister’s daughter, Melba Morris, ex- 
plains her stand. 

“About two years ago after I came home 
from one of many wild parties I suddenly 
thought what a fool I was to subject myself 
to things I hated. From that night on I 
let my hair grow and stopped petting. 

“Today when I go out with boys we have 
intimate friendly talks and they are delight- 
ful. But a girl doesn’t have a chance to 
enjoy such things often because not many 
boys are capable of real friendship.” 

But it is Myrtle Brown of Vermont who 
puts the gypsy curse on Mr. Woolrich: 

“Someday I hope you meet your old-fash- 
ioned girl with the long hair and the clean, 
unpowdered face and the sweet, sweet lips. 
Someday I hope you meet her and have to 
marry her. Then you'll learn.” 

Smart Set on its part thanks all its cor- 
respondents and hopes Mr. Woolrich will be- 
come properly repentant. And in response 
to all these letters, may we say that the 
columns of Smart Ser are always open to 
discussion. Send in your letters and we'll 
print them as long as space permits. 
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eAs told to 


Princess Pat 


by 


10,000 Men 


“Women Use 
Too Much Rouge” 


HE MEN, poor 

dears, are not 

quite correct. They 

judge by appear- 

ances solely. What 

they really protest 

is the ‘‘painted 

look’’—and ‘‘too 

much rouge”’ is not 

| really a question of 

quantity. Itisa 

matter of kind; for even the tiniest bit 
of usual rouge does look unreal. 


Women have startling proof of differ- 
ence im rouges once they try Princess 
Pat. Have you sometimes watched 
fleecy clouds at sunset shade from 
deepest rose to faintest pink, ever 

tone pure and luminous? So it is wit 

Princess Pat rouge. Every tone is pure 
and luminous, seeming to lie beneath 
the skin and not upon it. You obtain 
more, or less, color by using freely or 
sage 9 But there is never a ques- 
tion of too much, never the unlovely 
“painted look’’ to which men object. 


Purity, delicacy, the most costly color 
tints, and a secret formula combine to 
make Princess Pat the most natural 
rouge in the world. And whether blonde 
or stoner you can use any and all of 
the six Princess Pat shades with perfect 
effect—instead of being limited to one 
as with usual rouges. 


Velvet Your Skin with Princess Pat 
Almond Base Face Powder 


Velvet is just the word; for the soft, 
soothing Almond Base imparts to 


Princess Pat 


PRINCESS PAT LTD. CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


Princess Pat 

an entirely new 

““feel,’’ makes its 

ap lication a verit- 

able caress. Mcst pow- 

ders contain starch as a base 

—hence their drying effect. The Al- 
mond in Princess Pat definitely helps 
the skin, assists it to remain pliant 
and fine of texture. And there has 
never been a powder to go on so 
smoothly, or cling so long—never be- 
cause only in Princess Pat do you find 
the soft, naturally adherent Almond 
Base—instead of starch. 


Princess Pat Almond Base face powder 
now comes in two weights. Medium 
weight in the familiar oblong box— 
lighter weight in the new round box. 
It has been possible because of the Al- 
mond Base to make the lighter weight 
powder just as clinging as the medium. 


Get This 
Week End Set 
—SPECIAL 


The very popular Princess Pat 

Week-End Set is offered for a 

limited (ime for THIS COUPON and 

25c |coin|. Only one to a@ cus- 

tomer. Besides Rouge, set contains easily a month's 
supply of Almond Base Powder and S1X other Prin- 
cess Pat preparations, Packed in a beautifully decorate 
ed boudoir box, Please act promptly. 


Wonderful 
New Color 
for Li ps 


Justwhat you've wanted 

—lip reuge that colors the 

visible part of the lips and that also 

adheres to and colors the inside, moist 

surface. Thus, parted lips show beau- 

tiful color all the way back—no un- 

lovely ‘‘rim’’ of color as with usual 
lipsticks. 


Try the Seven Famous Aids-to-Beauty in 
Princess Pat Week End Set 


This is really an ‘‘acquaintance’’ set— 
enough of each preparation for a thor- 
ough trial—enough for two weeks. 
And the beauty ads sent with set 
contains information on skin care of 
real value—besides artful secrets of 
make-up which vastly enhance re- 
sults from rouge, 
wder and lip rouge. 
ou will be delighted 

with the set. 


PRINCESS PAT LTD., 
2709 S. Wells St. Dep. 3-B, Chicago 


Enclosed find 25c for which send me the 
Princess Pat Week-End Set. 


Name [print] 


City and State 
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Distinctive! The newest vogue in Vanities 
Besides its thinness — besides its exclusive loose pow- 
der features, Norida is now gayly adorned in colors 
expressive of modern style trends—indeed, a color to 
blend with every gown. 

Go to your dealer’s today —select one or more 
Norida Loosé Powder Vanities in your favorite colors 


— Beige, Scarlet, Jade Green, Orchid, Navy Blue, Sky 
Blue — all too beautiful for words to describe. 


Priced $1.50 to $3.00—single and double filled with 
Norida Fleur Sauvage (Wildflower) Poudre and Rouge 


At All Toilet Goods Counters 


eNoridaParfumerie 


NEW YORK and PARIS 
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